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The  Prologue  to  Thierry 

and  Theodoret. 

A  \  }’ ^  i  i  j  J*  i*  \«*  V  • 11  «  L 

\  Tt  T It  i*  bicorn  an  Antichjy  and  puts  an 
W  As  many  fhapes  of  variation * 

To  court  the  times  applaufe9as  the  times  dare 
C  hange f  overall  fafhions  5  nothing  is  thought  rare 
Which  is  not  new  and  follow  d$yet  weknow 
That  what  was  wornefome  twenty y  cares  agoe 
Comes  into  grace  againe 9  and  we  purfue 
That  cuflome 9  by  presenting  toy  our  view 
A  flay  infajhion  then9  not  doubting  now 
But  ’twill  appeare  the  fame 9  if  you  allow  * 

Worth  to  their  noble  memories jwhofe  names 
Beyond  all  power  of  death  live  in  their  fames * 


The  Epilogue. 

lT\Vv  foetlqio'fresyou  'frill  be  juft  •  buffre 
^'Jppeale  to  mercy  :  be  defires  that  ye 
Would  not  dittajl  bis  Mufe3  becaufe  of  late 
'Tranf planted ;  'frhich  ’frouldgro'fr  here  if  no  fate 
Have  an  unluckje  bode  :  opinion 
Comes  hither  but  on  crutches  yet,  the  fun 
Hath  lent  no  beame  to  'frame  us ;  if  this  play 
Proceed  more  fortunate >  free’ll  cro'frne  the  day  * 

JndLoVe  that  brought  you  hither :  \tisin  ym 
To  ma\e  A  Little  Sprig  of  La’frretigro'fr, 
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To  tell  the  fpoyks  jfy&ttr  offended  iji  t 
Ifnotfor’frhat'freare ,  (for alas ,  here 
rlo  Rofcius  moves  to  charmeyour  e'ies  or  ear)  , 

Yet  as you  hope  heredftefiofee  flayes,  • 

Incourage  us ,  and  give  our  &oet!B  aye's* 
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Thierry  >  King  of  France 
Theo  doretx  his  Brother  Prince  of  jtufiuchk 
Martelly  their  noble  Kinfman  : 
Vevitry }  an  honeft  Souldier  of  fortune 
Trotuldft^f  .  y  v  ' 

Bawdber,  ^Cowardly  Panders.  ;  v 
Lem e>  \ 

A  Prieft 

APoft 

Huntfraen 

Souldiers 

Doctors 

Brunbalfp  Mother  to  the  Princes 
Ordellap  the  matchlefle  wife  of  Thierry 
Memburges*  Daughter  of  Tbeodoret. 
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The  Scene  Frame* 


THE  TRACED  I  EOF! 

THIERRIE  AND 

THEODORET. 

AU.  i.  Scce.  i. 

*  • 

Enter  Theodoret3  Brunhalt3  Bat vdbsr. 

BfvVN  H  A  L  Ti 


TAxe  me  with  thefe  hot  tainters  ? 

Theodoret .  You  are  too  fudaine  i 
I  doe  but  gently  tell  you  what  be¬ 
comes  you. 

And  what  may  bend  your  honor  /  how  thefe 
courfes 

Of  loofe  and  Iazie  pleafures  j  not  fufpeded 
But  done  and  knowne,  your  mind  that  grants 
no  limit 

And  aJJ  your  Addons  followes,  which  loofe 
people 

That  fee  but  through  a  mift  df  circumftance 
Dare  terme  ambitious  j  all  your  wayes  hide 
fores  1  *  ] 

Opening  in  the  end  to  nothing  but  vlcers. 
Your  inftruments  like  thefe  may  call  the 
world  ; 

And  with  a  fearful  1  clamour  to  examine  , 
Why, and  to  what  we  governe.  From  exam¬ 
ple 

If  not  for  vertues  fake  yee  may  be  honeft 
There  have  been  great  ones^gcod  ones,  and 
’tis  neceffary 

Becaufe  you  are  your  felfe,  and  by  your  felfe 
A  felfe-peece  from  the  touch  of  power  and, 
Iuftice,  .  /.gine: 

You  fhould  command  your  felf,you  may  lma« 
Which  cozens  all  the'  world,  but  thiefly  wo- : 
men. 

The  name  ofgreatnefie  glorifies  your  adions 
And  ftrong  power  like  a  pent-hoyfe,  pro* 

•  mHse  . ‘  1 '  "  4 


To  fhade  you  from  opinion  j  take  heed  mo¬ 
ther, 

And  let  us  all  take  heede  thefe  moft  abufe  us 
The  finnes  we  doe ,  people  behold  through, 
cpticks. 

Which  fhewe&  therrP  ten  times  more  than  if 
common  vices,  * '-•*  l'd  '  c 
And  often  multiply es  them: then  what  juftice 
Dare  we  inflid  upon  the  weake  offenders 
When  we  are  theeves  our  fdlves  V 
B  run-  This  is ,  Martel!) 

Studied  and' pend  unto  you,  whofe  bafe  per- 
fon  -• 

I  charge  you  by  the  love  you  owe  a  mother 
And  as  you  hope  for  bleflings  from  her 
prayers, 

Neither  to  give  beliefe  to,  nor  allowance. 

Next  I  tell  you  Sir,  you  from  whome  obedi¬ 
ence  ' 

Is  fofarre  fled ,  that  yon  dare  taxe  a  mother ; 
Nay  further,  brand  her  honour  with  your  . 
danders,  ^ 

And  breake  into  the  treafures  of  Her  credit,  ™ 
Your  eafwefle  is  abufed, your  faith  fraited 
With  lyes,  malitious  lyes ,  your  merchant 
mifehiefe, 

He  that  never  knew  more  trade; < then  Tales, 
ind  tumbling 

Sufpitious  into  honeft  harts  >  what  you  or  !/ 
hee. 

Or  all  the  world  dare  lay  upon  my  worth, 

A  2  This* 


The  Tragedy  of 


This  for  your  poore  opinions  :I  am  fliee. 
And  fo  wiJJ  beare  my  fdfe ,  whofe  truth  and 
whireneffe 

Shall  ever  ftand  as  far  from  thtfe  dete&ions 
As  you  from  dutie;  get  you  betrer  fervancs 
People  of honeft  actions  without  ends. 

And  whip  thefe  knaves  away,  they  eate  your 
favours, 

And  turne  em  unto  poyfons :  my  knowne 
credite 

Whom  all  the  Courts  a  this  fide  Nile  have 
envied. 

And  happy  fhee  could  fine  mee ,  brought  in 
queftion 

Now  in  my  houres  of  age  and  reverence, 
When  rather  fuperftition  fhould  be  rendred 
And  by  a  Rufh  that  one  dayes  warmth 
Hath  fhot  up  to  this  fwelling;give  me  iuftice, 
Which  is  his  life* 

Theod.  This  is  an  impudence, 

And  he  muft  tell  you,  that  till  now  mother 
Brought  yee  a  fonnes  obedience,  and  now 
breakes  it 

Above  the  fufferance  of  a  fonne* 

Bawd.  Blefie  us  1 

For  I  doe  now  begin  to  feele  my  felfe 
Turning  into  a  halter, and  the  ladder 
Turning  from  me,  one  pulling  at  my  legs 
too. 

Theod *  Thefe  truths  are  no  mans  tales,  but 
all  mens  troubles, 

They  are,  though  your  ft  range  greatnelfe 
would  out  ftare  v’m  : 

WitneiTe  the  daily  Libels,  almoft  Ballads 
In  every  place,  almoft  in  every  Province, 
Are  made  upon  your  luft,  Taverne  difcour- 
fes. 

Crowds  cram’d  with  whifpers*  Nay, the  holy 
Temples, 

Are  not  without  your  cur  fes  :  Now  you 
would  blufh. 

But  your  blacke  tainted  blood  dare  not  ap- 
peare 

For  feare  l  fliould  fright  that  too. 

Brun *  O  ye  gods ! 

Theod *  Do  not  abufe  their  names :  they 
fee  your  aftions. 

And  your  conceald  finnes,  though  you  work 
like  Moles, 

Lyes  levell  to  their  juftice* 

_ Brun-  Art  thou  a  fonne  l 


Theod.  The  more  my  fhame  is  of  fo  bad  a 
mother, 

And  more  your  wretchednefie  you  let  me 
be  fo  ; 

But  woman,  for  a  mothers  name  hath  left  me 
Since  you  have  left  your  honour*  mend  thefe 
mines, 

And  build  againe  that  broken  fame ,  and 
faireJ  y  * 

Your  moft:  intemperate  fires  have  burnt,  and 
quickly 

Within  thefe  ten  dayes  take  a  Monafterie, 

A  moft  ftrickrhoufe,  a  houfe  where  none 
may  whifper. 

Where  no  more  light  is  knowne  but  whac 
may  make  yee 

Beleeve  there  is  a  day  where  no  hope  dwels , 
Nor  comfort  but  in  teares. 

Brun-  O  miferie  / 

Theod.  And  there  to  cold  repentance, an  d? 
ftarv’d  penance 

Tye  your  fucceeding  dayes  *  or  curfe  me 
heaven 

If  all  your  guilded  knaves,  brokers,  andbed- 
ders* 

Even  he  you  built  from  nothing,  ftroug 
Portalydet 

Be  not  made  ambling  Geldings ;  all  your 
maydes, 

If  that  name  doe  not  fhame  vm,  fed  with 
fpunges 

To  fucke  away  their  rancknelfe  ;  and  you  r 
felfe 

Onely  to  empty  Pictures  and  dead  Arras 
Offer  your  old  defires. 

Brun.  I  will  not  curfe  you, 

Nor  lay  a  prophefie  upon  your  pride, 

Though  heaven  might  ^rant  me  both :  un* 
thankful!,  no, 

I  nourifh’d  yee,  *twa$I,  poore  I  groandfor 
you, 

’Twas  I  felt  what  youfufferd,  I  lamented 
When  ficknelfe  or  fad  houres  held  backe 
your  fwetnefie  $ 

Twas  Ipaydfor  your  fleepes,  I  watch  yoi  r 
wakings : 

My  daily  cares  and  feares ,  that  rid,  plaid, 
walkt, 

Difcourfd,  difcoverd ,  fed  and  fai  z  oned  yoi  • 
To  what  you  are,  and  am  I  thus  r  Yarded, 

'Theod*. 


Theod .  But  that  I  know  thefe  teares  1  could 
dote  on  em. 

And  knecle  to  catch  vm  as  they  fall.,  then 
knit  vm 

Into  an  Armlet,  ever  tobehonourd  ; 

But  woman  they  are  dangerous  drops,  de- 
v  ceitfull. 

Full  of  the  weeper,anger  and  ill  nature. 

Brun •  In  my  laft  hourcs  defpild. 

Theod.  That  Textfhould  tell, 

How  ugly  it  becomes  you  to  erre  thus  j 
Your  flames  are  fpent,  nothing  but  fmoake 
maintainesye  j 

And  thofe  your  favour  and  your  bounty 
fuffers 

Lye  not  with  you, they  do  but  lay  luft  on  you. 
And  then  imbrace  you  as  they  caught  a  pal- 
fie , 

Your  power  they  may  love,  and  like  fpanifh 
Iennetts 

>  Commk  with  fuch  a  guft. 

Bawd.  I  would  take  whipping, 

And  pay  a  fine  now.  Exit  Bawdber 

Theod’  But  were  yee  once  difgraced, 

Or  fallen  in  wealth,  like  leaves  they  would 
flie  from  you, 

And  become  browfe  for  every  beaft  9  you 
will’d  me 

To  fiocke  my  felfe  with  better  friends,  and 
With  what  face  dare  you  feemee,  or  any 
mankind,  (Servants 

That  keepe  a  race  of  fuch  unheard  of  re¬ 
licks. 

Bawds,  Leachers,  Letches,  femall  fornicati¬ 
ons. 

And  children  in  their  rudiments  to  vices. 

Old  men  to  (hew  examples  :  and  left  Arc 
Should  loofe  her  fielfe  in  aft,  to  call  backe 
cuftome. 

Leave  thefe,  and  live  like  Kiobe.  I  told  you 
how 

And  when  your  eyes  have  dropt  away  re¬ 
membrance 

Of  what  you  were.  I  am  your  fonne  /  per- 
forme  it. 

Brun •  Am  I  a  woman,  and  no  more  power 
in  me. 

To  tye  this  Tyger  up,  a  foule  to  no  end , 

Have  I  got  lhame  and  loft  my  will  j  Brun-  J 
halt  I 

From  this  accurfed  houre,  forget  thou  bor’ft  J 

him-  • 


Or  any  part  of  thy  bicod  gave  him  living, 
let  him  be  to  thee  an  Antipathy, 

A  tfiingthyliatufe  lwea'tcs  ar,7and  rurncs 
TSkwai 

Throw  all  the  mifehiefes  on  him  that  thy  felf. 
Or  women  worfe  than  thou  arc ,  have  in¬ 
vented, 

And  kill  him  drunke,  or  doubtful!. 

Enter  Bawdber9  Protaldky  Lecure- 
Bawd •  Suchafweac, 

I  never  was  in  yet,  cliptpf  my  minftrelsj 
My  toyes  co  prick  up  wenches  withall;  up¬ 
hold  me,  v 

It  runneslike  fnowballs  through  me. 

Brun •  Now  my  varlets. 

My  Haves,  my  running  thoughts,  my  execn* 
tions. 

Baw.  Lord  how  fhee  lookes  t 
Brun-  Hell  take  yee  all. 

Baw-  We  fhall  be  gelt. 

Brun •  Your  Miftreffe, 

Your  old  and  honord  Miftreffe,  you  tyr’d 
curtals 

Suffers  for  yonr  bafe  finnes  j  I  muft  bee 
cloyfter’d. 

Mew’d  up  to  make  mee  vertuous  who  can 
helpe  this, 

Now  you  ftand  ftill  like  Statues  j  Come  Fro - 
taldye , 

One  kilfe  before  I  perifh,  kifle  me  ftrongly, 
Anothet,  and  a  third. 

Lecure.  I  feare  not  gelding 
As  long  as  fhee  holds  this  way. 

Brun .  The  young  courfer, 

Thatunlickt  Iumpe  of  mine,  will  wihne  thy 
Miftrisj. 

Muft  I  bee  chaft  Frotaldye*. 

Pro .  1  hus  and  thus  Lady : 

Brun.  It  ft  all  bee  fo,  let  him  feeke  foole& 
for  Veftalls,, 

Here  is  my  Cloyfter. 

Lecure .  But  what  fafety  Madam 
Find  you  in  ftaying  here? 

Brun.  Thou  haft  hit  my  meaning, 

I  will  to  Thierry  fonne  of  my  bleftings. 

And  there  complnine  mee  ,  tell, my  tale  fo 
fubtilly, 

That  the  cold  ftones  fhall  fweatj  and  Statues 
mourne,  •  - 

And  thoufhalt  weepe  Pro  taldye  in  my  wit- 
nefie, 

A  3  And  J 
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And  there  forfweare* 

Bawd.  Yes,  any  thing  hut  gelding, 

I  am  not  yet  in  quiet  Noble  Lady, 

£et  it  bee  done  to  night,  for  without  doubt 
To  morrow  we  are  capons. 

Brim .  Siecpe  fhall  not  feizc  me, 

Nor  any  food  befriend  me  but  thy  kiffes. 

E  Ye  I  forfake  this  defart,  I  live  honeft; 

He  may  as  well  bid  dead  men  walke,  I  hum¬ 
bled, 

Or  bent  below  my  power  ?  let  night*  dogs 
teare  me. 

And  goblins  ride  me  in  my  fleep  to  jelly, 
Ere  L  forfake  my  fphe-are. 

Lecure ■  This  place  you  will. 

Brun •  What’s  that  to  you,  or  any, 

Yee  dolfe,  you  powder’d  pigsbones,  rubarbe 
glifter : 

Muft  you  know  my  delignes,  acolledge  on 
you, 

The  prove r be  makes  hut  fo  ols. 

■Prota.  But  Noble  Lady. 

I  Brun .  You  a  fawcie  afle  too,  off  I  will  not,’ 
If  you  but  anger  me,  tell  a  fow-gelder 
Have  cut  you  all  like  colts ,  hold  mee  and 
kifle  me. 

For  I  am  too  much  troubled  ;  make  up  my 
treafure. 

And  get  me  horfes  private,  come  about  it. 

Exeunt- 

Aft*  i.  Sc oo.  2. 

Enter  lheodoret>  Martell  <&c . 

Theod'  Though  I  allure  my  felf  (Martel/) 
your  counfell 

Had  no  end  but  allegeance  and  my  honour : 
Yet  I  am  jealous ,  I  have  pafs’d  the  bounds 
Of  afons  duty;  forfuppofe  her  worfe 
Then  you  report,  not  by  bare  circumftance, 
But  evident  prcofe  confirm’d  ha’s  given  her 
out: 

Yet  fince  all  weaknefles  in  a  kingdome,  are 
No  more  to  be  feverely  punifhed  than 
The  faults  of  Kings  are  by  the  Thunderer 
As  oft  as  they  offend,  to  be  reveng’d  : 

If  not  for  piety,  yet  for  policie,  ^ 

Since lome  are  of  neceffitie  to  be  fpar’d, 

I  might,  and  now  I  wifhl  had  not  look’d 
With  fuch  ftrift  eyes  into  her  follies. 


Mart.  Sir,  a  duty  well  difcharg’d  is  never 
follow’d 

By  fad  repentance ,  nor  did  your  Highnelfe 
ever 

Make  payment  of  the  debt  you  ow’d  her, 
better  ,  •.  • 

Than  in  your  late  reproofes  not  of  her, but: 
Thofe  crimes  that  made  her  worthy  of  re- 
proofe. 

The  moft  remarkeable  point  in  which  Kings 
differ  •  ^ 

From  private  men,  is  that  they  not  alone/ 
Stand  bound  to  be  in  themfdvts  innocent. 
But  that  all  fuch  as  are  allyde  to  them 
In  neernefie,  or  dependance,  by  their  care 
Should  be  free  from  fufpition  of  all  crimes 
And  you  have  reap’d  a  double  benefit 
From  this  laft  great  aft  :  firftin  the  reftraint 
Of  her  loft  pleafures,you  remove  th’example 
From  others  of  the  like  licentioufnelfe. 

Then  when  ’tis  known  that  your  feveritie 
Extended  to  your  mother,  who  dares  hope 
for 

The  Ieaft  indulgence  or  connivence  in 
The  eafieft  flips  that  may  prove  dangerous' 
To;  you  or  to  the  Kingdome? 

•  Theod •  I  m  uft  grant 
Your  reafons  good  {Martell)  if  as  fhe  is 
My  mother,  fhe  had  been  my  fubjeft,or 
That  only  hei  e  fhe  could  make  challenge  to 
A  place  of  being;  but  I  know  her  temper 
And  feave  ( if  fuch  a  word  become  a  King, ) 
That  in  difcovei  ing  her,  I  have  let  Ioofe 
A  Tygres  ,  whole  rage  being  fhut  up  in 
darknefle, 

Was  grievous  onely  to  her  felfe  ;  which 
brought 

Into  the  vie-v  of  light,  her  cruelty. 

Provok’d  by  her  owne  fhame,  will  turne  on 
him 

That  foolifhly  prefum’d  to  let  her  fee 
The  loath’d  flupe  of  her  owne  defoririirie. 
Mart .  Beafts  of  that  nature,  when  rebelli- 
lious  threats 

Begin  to  appeare  only  in  their  eyes. 

Or  any  motion  that  may  give  fufpition 
Of  the  leaft  violence  Ihould  be  chaind  up; 
Their  fangs  and  teeth,  and  all  their  meanes 
of  hurt, 

Par’d  off, an  d  knccktout,  and  fo  made  unable 
To  do  ill;  they  would  foon  begin  to  loath  it. 


Me  apply  nothing, but  hadyour  Grace  done. 
Or  would  doe  yet,  what  your  lelTe  forward 
zeale 

In  words  did  onely  threaten,  far  lefie 'danger 
Would  grow  from  ailing  it  on  her,  then  may 
Ferhaps  have  being  from  her  apprehenfion 
Of  what  may  once  beepra&ifd  :  for  be. 
leeve  it. 

Who  confident  of  his  own  power,  prefumes 
To  fpena  threats  on  an  enemy,  that  hatli 
meanes 

To  fhiin  the  worft  they  can  effed, gives  armor 
Tokeepeoft  his  owne  ftrength  >  nay  more, 
difarmes 

Himfelfe  9  and  lyes  unguarded  ’gainft  all 
harmes, 

Or  doubt,  or  malice  may  produce.  - 
Theod .  .Tistrue. 

And  fuch  a  defperate  cure  I  would  have 
us  d, 

If  the  intemperate  patient  had  not  been 
So  neer  me  as  a  mother 5  but  to  her, 

And  from  me  gentle  unguents  only  were 
To  be  appli'd;  and  as  phyficians 
When  they  are  fick  of  leavers,  eate  them* 
felves 

Such  viands  as  by  their  diredions  are 
Forbid  to  others  though  alike  difeas’d; 

—So  fhee  confidering  what  fhee  is,  may  chal¬ 
lenge 

Thofe  cordialls  to  refiore  her  ,  by  her 
birth. 

And  priviledge,  which  at  no  fuit  muft  be 
Granted  to  others. 

Mart.  May  your  pious  care 
Efted  but  what-  ir  aimd  at,  I  am  filentv 
Enter  Devitry- 

Theod .  What  laughc  you  at  Sit  ? 

Vitry.  I  have  fome  occafion, 

I  IhoulcUnot  elfe  j  and  the  fame  caufe  per¬ 
haps 

Thar  makes  me  do  fo,  may  beget  in  you 
A  contrary  effed. 

Theod  Why,  what’s  the  matter  * 

Vitry.  I  fee  and  joy  to  fee  that  fometimes 
poore  men, 

(  And  molt  of  them  are  good  )  hand  more 
indebted 

For  meanes  to  breathe  to  fuch  as  are  held 
vitious, 

Than  thofe  that  weare  like  Hypocrites  on 


their  forehead?, 

Th’ ambitious  titles  of  juft  men  and  ver- 
tuous. 

Mart .  Speake  to  the  purpofe- 
_  Vitry.  Who  would  e’rehave  thought 
The  good  old  Queene,your  Highnelfe  reve¬ 
rend  mother. 

Into  whofe  houfe  (  which  was  an  Academ,J 
In  which  all  principles  of  luft  were  pra-. 
dis’d: 

No  fouldier  might  prefume  to  fet  his  footj 
At  whofe  moft  blefled  intercefiion 
All  offices  in  the  hate,  were  charitably 
Confer ’d  on  Panders,  o’re-worne  chamber 
wre  filers, 

And  fuch  phyficians  as  knew  how  to  kill 
With  fafety  under  the  pretence  of  faving, 
And  fuch  like  children  of  a  monftrous 
peace. 

That  fhe  I  fay  fhould  at  the  length  provid 
That  men  of  warre,  and  honeft  younger 
brothers, 

That  would  not  owe  their  feeding  to  their 
cod-peece, 

Should  be  efieem’d  of  more  than  mothers 
or  drones. 

Or  idle  vagabonds. 

Theod  I  am  glad  to  heare  it, 

Prethee  what  courfe  takes  fhee  to  doe  this  £ 
Vitry.  One  that  cannot  fade,  fhee  and 
vertuous  traine, 

With  her  jewels, and  all  that  was  worthy  the 
carrying. 

The  laft  night  left  the  court, and  as  ’tis  more 
Then  faid,  for  ’tis  confirm’d  by  fuch  as  met 
her. 

She’s  fied  unto  your  brother. 

Theod .  How  ? 

Vitry.  Nay  ftorme  not, 

For  if  that  wicked  tongue  of  hers  hath  not 
Forgot  its  pace,  and  Thierry  be  a  Prince 
Of  fuch  a  fiery  temper,  as  report 
Has  given  him  out  for*  youfhall  have  caufe 
toufe  (too 

Such  poore  men  as  my  felfe ;  and  thanke  us 
For  comming  to  you,  and  without  petitions* 
Pray  heaven  reward  the  good  old  woman 
for’t. 

Mirt.  Iforefawthis. 

7 head- 1  heare  a  tempeft  comming, 

That  lings  mine  &  my  kingdomes  mine,  haft, 

■  _ _ _ ‘  And. 


And  caufe  a  troope  of  horfe  to  fetch  her 
back. : 

Yet  fiay,  why  fhould  I  ufe  meanes  te  bring 
in 

A  plague  that  of  her  felfe  hath  left  me? 
Mufter 

Our  Souidiers  up,  we’ele  hand  upon  our 
gard, 

For  we  fhall  be  attempted;yet  forbeare 
The  inequality  of  our  powers  will  yeeld  me 
Nothing  but  lolfe  in  their  defeature  :  fome- 
thing 

Muft  be  done, and  done  fuddainly,  fave  your 
labor , 

In  this  i’le  ufe  no  counfell  but  mine  owne, 
That  courfe  though  dangerous  is  belt.  Com¬ 
mand 

Our  daughter  be  in  readinefle,to  attend  us  : 
MartelU your  company  ,and  honoft  Vitry  9 
Thou  wilt  along  with  me, 

Vitry.  Yes  any  where, 

To  be  worfe  then  I  am  here, is  paft  my  feare. 

Exeunt. 

Aft.  2.  Sees*  i. 

Enter  Thierry,  Brunbalt 5  Bawdber, 
Lecure 3  &c. 

Thier .  You  are  here  inafan&uary;  and 
that  viper 

(  Who  fince  he  hath  forgot  to  be  a  fonne, 

I  much  difdaine  to  thinkeof  as  a  brother  ) 
Had  better  in  defpight  of  all  the  gods, 

To  have  raized  their  Temples,  and  fpurn’d 
downe  their  altars. 

Then  in  his  impious  abufe  of  you, 

To  have  called  on  my  juft  anger. 

Brun •  Princely  fonne  ; 

And  in  this  worthy  of  a  neere  name, 

I  have  in  the  relation  of  my  wrongs 
Been  modeft,  arid  no  word  my  tongue  de¬ 
livered 

T’eXprelfe  my  infupportable  injuries, 

But  gaye  my  heart  a  wound:nor  has  my  grief 
Being  from  what  I  fuffer;but  that  he 
Degenerate  as  he  is, fhould  be  the  aftor 
Of  my  extreames ;  and  force  me  to  devide 
The  tiers  of  brotherly  affeftion, 

Which  fhould  make  but  one  flame. 


Thier .  That  part  of  His 
As  it  deferves  lhall  burne  no  more, if  or 
The  teares  of Orphans,widdows,or  all  fuch 
As  dare  acknowledge  him  to  be  their  Lord, 
Ioyned  to  your  wrongs, with  his  heart  blood 
havepowre  (vants, 

To  put  it  out :  and  you,  and  thefe  your  fer- 
Who  in  our  favours  fhal  findc  caufe  to  know 
In  that  they  left  not  you,  how  deere  we 
hold  them; 

Shall  give  Theodoret  to  underftand. 

His  ignorance  of  theprizeleffe  Iewel, which 
He  did  pofieffe  in  you, mother  in  you. 

Of  which  l  am  more  proud  to  be  the  doner. 
Then  if  the  abfolute  rule  of  all  the  world 
Were  offer’d  to  this  hand;  once  more  you 
are  welcome. 

Which  with  all  ceremony  due  to  greatnefie 
I  would  make  knowne,  but  that  our 4oft  re 
venge  (rail. 

Admits  not  of  delay;  your  hand  Lord  Gene- 
Enter  Protaldie3  with  fouldiers- 
Brun •  Your  favour  and  his  merit  I  may  fay  - 
Have  made  him  fuch,  but  I  am  jelious  how 
Your  fubje&s  will  receive  it. 

Thier •  How  my  fubje&s  ? 

What  doe  you  make  of  me  ?  Oh  heaven  / 
my  fubjefts  /  (Prince 

How  bafe  fhould  I  efteeme  the  name  of 
If  that  poore  duft,  were  any  thing  before 
The  whirlewinde  of  my  abfolute  command  ? 
Let  them  be  happy  and  reft  fo  contented? 

They  pay  the  tribute  of  their  harts  &  knees. 
To  fuch  a  Prince  that  not  alone  h’as  power. 
To  keepe  his  owne  but  to  increafe  it;  that 
Although  he  hath  a  body  may  adde  too 
The  farnM  night  labour  of  ftrong  Hercules  i 
Yet  is  the  mafter  of  a  continence 
That  fo  can  temper  it,  that  I  forbeare 
Their  daughters,  and  their  wives,  whofe 
hands  though  ftrong. 

As  yet  have  never  drawne  by  un  juft  meane 
Their  proper  wealth  into  my  treafury. 

But  I  grow  glorious^nd  let  them  beware 
That  in  their  leaft  repining  at  my  pleafures, 
They  change  not  a  milde  Prince, (for  if  pro* 
yok’d 

I  dare  and  will  be  fo^  into  a  Tyrant* 

Brun-  You  fee  there’s  hope  that  we  fhall 
rule  againe. 

And  your  falne  fortunes  rife/ 

_ 
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Bawdb.  I  hope  your  Highnefle  ' 

Is  pleas  d  that  I  fhould  ftill  hold  my  place 
with  you 

For  I  have  been  fo  long  us’d  to  provide  you 
Frefh  bits  of  flefhfince  mine  grew  ftale,that 
furely 

If  calhir’d  now,  Khali  prove  a  bad  Cator 
In  the  Fifli-market  of  cold  chaftity, 

Lecure.  For  me  I  am  your  owne,  nor  fince 
Ifirft 

Knew  what  it  was  to  ferve  you,  have  remem- 
bred 

I  had  a  foule,  but  (ucha  one  whofe  efience 
Depended  wholy  on  your  Highnefle  plea- 
fure. 

And  therefore  Madam— 

Bruti •  Reft  affur’d  you  are. 

Such  inftruments  we  muft  not  lofe. 

Lecure.  Bawdb .  Our  fervice. 

Thier.  You  have  view’d  them  then,  what’s 
your  opinion  of  them  ? 

In  this  dull  time  of  peace  >  we  have  pre* 
par’d  them 
Apt  for  the  war.  Ha  ? 

Prota  Sir,  they  have  limbes  ("armors 
That  promife  ftrength  fufficient,  and  rich 
The  Souldiersbeft  lov’d  wealth :  more  it  ap- 
peares 

They  have  beene  drill’d,  nay  very  prettily 
drill’d 

For  many  of  them  can  difcharge  their  muf- 
kets 

Without  the  danger  of  throwing  off  their 
heads. 

Or  being  offenfive  to  the  ftanders  by, 

By  fweating  too  much  backwards ;nay  I  finde 
They  know  the  right,  and  left  hand  file,  and 
may 

With  fome  impulfion  no  doubt  be  brought 
To  pafie  the  A,  B,  C,  of  war, and  come 
Vnto  theHorne-booke. 

Thier .  Well,  that  care  is  yours; 

And  fee  that  you  efted  it. 

Prota*  I  am  flow 

To  promife  much;  but  if  within  ten  dayes. 

By  precepts  and  examples,  not  drawue  from 
Worme  eaten  prefidents  of  the  Roman  wars 
But  from  mine  owne,  I  make  them  not  tran- 
fcend 

All  that  e’re  yet  bore  armesjet  it  be  faid, 
Pretaldye  bragges,  which  would  be  unto  me 


As  hatefull  as  to  be  eftem’ d  a  coward  : 

For  Sir,  few  Captaines  know  the  way  to  win 
him, .  -  fTeeme 

And  make  the  fouldiers  valiant.  You  (hall 
Lie  with  them  in  their  trenches,  talke,  and  f 
drinke, 

And  be  together  drunke;  and  what  feemcs 
ft  ranger, 

Weie  fometimes  wench  together,  which 
once  pradif’d 

And  with  fome  other  care  and  hidden  ad's. 
They  being  al  made  mine,i’Ie  breath  intorhe 
Such  fearelefle  refolution  and  fuch  fervor, 
That  though  l  brought  them  to  befeege  a 
fort, 

Whofe  walls  were  fteeple  high  ,  and  cannon 
proofe. 

Not  to  be  undermind,  they  fhould  fly  up. 

Like  fwalIowes,and  the  parapet  once  wonne;  | 
For  proofe  of  their  obedience,  if  I  willed 
them 

They  fhould  leape  downe  againe  and  what 
is  more,  fme. 

By  fome  directions  they  ftiould  have  from 
Not  breake  their  neckes. 

Thi.  This  is  above  beleefe. 

B run*  Sir,  on  my  knowledge  though  he 
hath  fpoke  much, 

He’s  able  to  do  more. 

Lecure.  She  meanes  on  her. 

Bruti*  And  howfoever  in  his  thankfulnefle. 
For  fome  few  favors  done  him  by  my  felfe. 

He  left  Auflracia ,  not  Theodoret,  (laid 

Though  he  was  chiefely  aim’d  at,  could  have 
Withall  his  Dukedomes  power  $  that  fhame 
upon  him, 

Which  in  his  barbarous  malice  to  my  honor,  *■ 
He  fwore  with  threats  to  effed. 

Thier .  I  cannot  but 

Beleeve  you  Madam,  thou  art  one  degree 
Growne  neerer  to  my  hart,  and  I  am  proud  : 
To  have  in  thee  fp  glorious  a  plant 
Tranfported  hither*  in  thy  condud,  we 
Go  on  aflur’ d  of  conqueft^our  remove 
Shall  be  with  the  nextfunne. 

Enter  Theoderet ,  Memberge>  Martel l, 

Devi  try. 

Lecure.  Amazement  leave  me,  ’ti^hee. 

B arvdb.  We  are  againe  undone. 

Frot.  Our  guilt  hath  no  affurance  nor 
defence. 

B  Bawdb* 


0>wdb‘  If  now  your  ever  ready  wit  fade 
ro  protect  us, 

We  fhall  be  all  difcoverde 
Br;/«.  Be  not  fo 

In  your  amazement  and  your  foolilh  feares, 
I  am  prepared  for’c. 

Theod .  How?  Not  one  poore  welcome, 

In  anfwer  of  fo  long  a  jorney  made 
Onely  to  fee  your  brother. 

Thier.  I  have  flood 

Silent  thus  long,  and  am  yet  unrefolu’d 
Whether  to  entertaine  thee  on  my  fword, 
As  fits  a  parricide  of  a  mothers  honor} 

Or  whether  being  a  Prince,  I  yet  hand 
bound 

fThongh  thou  art  here  condemn’d  )  to  give 
thee  hearing 

Before  I  axecute.  Whatfoolifh  hope, 

(Nay  pray  you  forbeare )  or  defperate  mad- 
.  nefte  rather, 

(Wnlefie  thou  comeft  aflurde,I  hand  in  debt 
As  far  to  all  impiety  as  thy  felfe) 

Has  made  thee  bring  thy  neck  unto  the  axe  ? 
Since  looking  onely  here,  it  cannot  but 
Draw  frefh  blood  from  thy  fear’d  up  con- 
fcience, 

To  make  thee  fencible  of  that  horror,  which 
They  ever  beare  about  them,  that  like  Nero, 
Like  faid  I  ?  thou  are  worfe:  fince  thou  dareft 
ft  rive 

In  her  defame  to  murther  thine  alive. 

Theod .  That  fhe  that  long  lince  had  the 
bojdnes  to 

Be  a  bad  woman, ( though  I  wifh  fome  other 
Should  fo  report  her  )  could  not  want  the 
cunning,  (lours 

(Since  they  go  hand  in  hand) to  lay  faire  co- 
On  her  blacke  crimes,  I  was  refolu’d before  , 
Nor  make  I  doubt  but  that  fhee  hath  im* 
'  poyfon’d 

Your  good  opinion  of  me, and  fo  far 
Incens’d  your  rage  againft  me ,  that  too  late 
I  come  to  plead  my  innocence. 

B run.  To  excufe  thy  impious  fcandalls 
rather. 

P rot.  Rather  forc’d  with  feare  to  be  com¬ 
pels  to  come . 

Thierry  Forbeare. 

Theod.  This  moves  not  mee,  and  yet  had  I 
not  beene 

Tran fpor ted  on  my  owne  integrity, 


^ ?  j 

I  neither  am  fo  odious  to  my  fubje&s. 

Nor  yet  fo  barren  of  defence,  but  that 
By  force  I  could  have  juftified  my  guilt. 

Had  I  been  faulty, but  fince  innocence 
Is  to  it  felfe  an  hundred  thoufand  gardes, 
And  that  there  is  no  fonne,  but  though  he 
owe 

That  name  to  an  ill  mother, but  ftands  bound 
Rather  to  take  away  with  his  owne  danger 
From  the  number  of  her  faults ,  then  for  his 
owns 

Security,  to  adde  unto  therm  This, 

This  hath  made  me  to  prevent  th’expence 
Of  bloud  on  both  fides,  the  injuries,  the 
rapes, 

(“Pages,  that  ever  waite  upon  the  war :  ) 

The  accompt  of  all  which,  fince  you  are  the 
caufe, 

Believe  ir,  would  have  been  required  from 
you } 

Rather  I  fay  ro  offer  up  my  daughter  , 

Who  living  onely  could  revenge  my  death  , 
With  my  hart  blood  a  facrifice  to  youranger 
Then  that  you  fhould  draw  on  your  head 
more  curfes 

Then  yet  you  have  deferved. 

Thier.  I  do  begin 

To  feele  an  alteration  in  my  nature, 

And  in  his  full  fail’d  confidence,  a  fhowre 
Of  gentle  raine,  that  falling  on  the  fire 
Of  my  hoc  rage  hath  quenched  it,  ha !  I 
would  ( will 

Once  more  fpeake  roughly  to  him,  and  I 
Yet  there  is  fome  thing  whifpers  to  me,  that 
I  have  faid  too  much.  How  is  my  heart  de- 
vided 

Betweene  the  duty  of  a  fonne, and  love 
Due  to  a  brother  /  yet  I  am  fwayed  heere. 
And  muft  aske  of  you,  how  tis  poffible 
You  can  effect  me  that  have  learned  to  hate, 
Where  you  fhould  pay  all  love  l 
Theod .  Which  joynde  with  duty, 

Vpon  my  knees  I  fhould  be  proud  to  tender. 
Had  fhe  not  us’drher  felfe  fo  many  fwords 
To  cut  thofe  bonds  that  tide  me  to  it. 

Thier.  Fie  no  more  of  that. 

Theod .  Alas  it  is  a  theame, 

I  take  no  pleafure  to  difeourfe  of}  would 
It  could  affoone  be  buried  to  the  world. 

As  it  fhould  die  to  me :  nay  more,  I  wifh 
(Next  to  my  part  of  heaven)  that  fhee  would 
fpend  The 
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The  laft  part  of  her  life  fohere,  that  all 
Indifferent  Judges  might  condeume  me,  for 
A  molt  malicious  flanderer,nay  texde  it 
Vpon  my  forehead,  if  you  hate  me  mother  , 
Put  me  to  fuch  a  lhame,pray  you  do,bdieve 
it 

There  is  no  glory  that  may  fall  upon  me, 

Can  equall  the  delight  1  fhould  receive 
In  that  difgrace  i  provided  the  rcpeale 
Of  your  long  banilh’d  vertues ,  and  good 
name, 

Vflher  d  me  to  it. 

Thier.  See,fhe  Ihewes  her  felfe 
An  eafie  mother,  which  her  teares  confirme. 
Theod.  Tis  a  good  figne,the  comfortableft 
raine 
I  ever  faw. 

Thier*  Embrace:why  this  is  well, 

May  never  more  but  love  in  you,  and  duty 
On  your  part  rife  between  you. 

Baudb  Do  you  heare  Lord  Generali, 

Does  not  your  new  ftamped  honor  on  the 
fuddaine 

Begin  to  grow  ficke  ? 

Prota-  Yes  J  node  it  fit. 

That  putting  oft'  my  armor  J  fhould  think  of 
Some  honeft  hofpitall  to  retire  to. 

Barvdb.  Sure  although  J  am  a  bawd,  yet 
being  a  Lord.  ( pinion  ? 

They  cannot  whip  me  for’t,  what’s  your  o- 
Lecure .  The  beadle  will  refolve  you  ,  for 
J  cannot,  ( my  felfe, 

There  is  fomething  that  more  neer  concerns 
That  calls  upon  me. 

Mart .  Note  bur  yonder  fcarabes, 

That  liude  upon  the  dunge  of  her  bafe  plea- 
fures,  Choneft 

How  from  the  feare  that  fh?  may  yet  prove 
Hange  downe  their  wicked  heads. 

Vi  try*  What  is  that  to  me  1  (""Court, 

Though  they,  and  all  the  polcats  of  the 
Were  truft  to  ether,  I  perceive  not  how 
Jt  can  advantage  me  a  cardekue. 

To  heloe  to  kcepe  me  honofL  A  home • 
Enter  a  Poft . 

Thier.  How,  from  whence  ? 

Poft- Thcfe  letters  will  refolve  your  grace. 
Thier .  What  fpeake  they  l  Reader. 
How  all  things  meete  to  make  me  this  day 

hppy  • 

See  mother,  brother,  to  your  reconcilement 


Another  bleffing  almoft  equall  to  it”, 

Js  comming  rowards  mejmy  contrad’ed  Wile  j 
Or  della  daughter  of  wife  Dataricke 
The  King  of  Aragon  is  on  our  confines* 

Then  to  arrive  at  fuch  a  time, when  you 
Are  happily  here  to  honor  with  your  pre¬ 
fence 

Our  long  defer’d,  but  much  wifhed  nuptial!.  If 
Falls  out  above  exprtffion*  heaven  be  plea  d  jP( 
That  J  may  ufe  thele  bleffmgs  powerd  on  me 
With  moderation. 

Brun.  Hell  and  furies  ayde  me, 

X  hat  J  may  have  power  to  avert  the  plagues 
Thar  prefle  upon  me- 

Thier.  Two  dayes  journy  fay  eft  thou, 

We  will  fet  forth  to  meete  her,  in  the  meane 


time 


See  all  things  be  preparde  to  entertaine  her 
Nay  let  me  have  your  companies ,  there’s  a 
Forreft 

Jn  the  mid  way  fhall  yeild  us  hunting  (port. 
To  eafe  our  travale ,  ile  not  have  a  brow 
But  fhall  weare  mirth  upon  it ,  therefore 
cleer  them. 

We’ele  wafh  away,  all  forrow  in  glad  feafts 
And  the  war  we  meane  to  men ,  we’Ie  make 
on  beafls. 

Exeunt  omnes ,  prater  Brun.  Bawdbery 
Portaldyy  Lecure. 

B run.  Oh  that  I  had  the  Magicke  to  trans¬ 
forme  you 

Into  the  fhape  of  fuch,  that  your  own  hounds 
Might  teare  you  peece  meale*  are  you  fo  ftu- 
pid?  (thers 

No  word  of  comfort  ?  have  I  fed  you  mo* 
From  my  excefle  of  moyfture,with  fuch  coft 
And  can  yon  yeild  no  other  retribution, 

But  to  devour  your  maker,  pandar  fponge, 
Impoyfner,  all  growne  barren  ? 

Prota ■  You  your  felfe 
That  are  our  mover,  and  for  whom  alone 
Wee  live,  have  fail’d  your  felf  ingiving  way 
To  the  reconcilement  cfyour  fonnes. 

Lecure.  Which  if 

You  had  prevented ,  or  would  reach  us  how 
They  might  againe  be  feverd,we  could  eafily 
Remove  all  other  hindrances  that  ftop 
The  pafiage  of  your  pleafures. 

Bawdb.  And  for  me. 

If  I  fai  le  in  my  office  to  provide  you 
Frefti  delicates,  hang  me. 

B  2 
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Bruit .  Oh  you  are  dull,  and  finde  not 
The  caufe  of  my  vexation  j  their  recon¬ 
cilement 

Is  a  mock- cable  built  upon  the  fand 
By  children ,  which  when  I  am  pleas’d  to 
o’rethrow, 

I  canwitheafe  fpurne  downe. 

Lecure.  If  fo,from  whence 
Growes  your  affliction  * 

Bruit •  My  griefe  comes  along 
With  the  new  Queene,in  whofe  grace  all  my 
power 

Muft  fuffer  fhipwrack:  for  me  now. 

That  hitherto  have  kept  the  firft,  to  know 
A  fecond  place,  or  yeeld  the  leaft  prece¬ 
dence 

To  any  others  death  jto  have  my  fleepes 
Lefle  enquir’d  after,  or  my  riling  up 
Saluted  with  leffe  reverence,  or  my  gates 
Empty  of  fuitors ,  or  the  Kings  great  fa¬ 
vours 

To  pafie  through  any  hand  but  mine,  or  hee 
Himfelfe  to  be  direfted  by  another. 

Would  bee  to  mee :  doe  you  underhand 
met,  yet 

frtfo  meanes  to  prevent  this. 

Biota.  Fame  gives  her  out 
To  be  a  woman  of  chaftity 
Not  to  bee  wrought  upon  }  and  therefore 
Madam 

For  mee,  though  I  have  pleas’d  you,  to  at¬ 
tempt  her 

Were  to  no  purpofe- 

Brun*  Turn,  fame  other  way. 

Bawdb .  faith  I  know  none  elfe,  all  my 
bringing  up 

Aim’d  at  no  other  learning. 

Lecure .  Give  me  leave. 

If  my  art  fade  mee  not,  I  have  thought  on 
A  fpeeding  project  ^ 

Bruit-  What  i’ft?  but  effeft  it. 

And  thou  (halt  be  my  j&fculapius. 

Thy  image  fhall  be  fetup  in  pure  gold, 

To  which  i’le  fall  downe  and  worjhip  it. 
Lecure.  The  Lady  is  faire. 

Bruit*  Exceeding  faire. 

Lecure .  And  young. 

Brun.  Some  fifceene  at  the  moft. 

Lecure.  And  ioves  the  King  with  equall 
ardor. 

Brm  More^  fhe  dotes  on  him. 


make  a  drinke 
Which  given  unto  him  on  the  bridall night 
Shall  for  five  dayes  fo  rob  his  faculties, 

Of  all  ability  to  pay  that  duty. 

Which  new  made  wives  expe&,that  fhe  fhall 
fweare 

She  is  not  match’d  to  a  man. 

Prota.  7T were  rare. 

Lecure.  And  then. 

If  fhe  have  any  part  of  woman  in  her, 

She'le  or  fly  out,  or  at  leaft  give  occafion 
Of  fuch  a  breach  which  nere  can  bee 
made  up, 

Since  he  that  to  all  elfe  did  never  faile 
Of  as  much  as  could  be  perform’d  by  man 
Proves  only  ice  to  her. 

Brun -  Tis  excellent. 

Bawdb-  ThePhyfician 
Helps  ever  at  a  dead  lift 5  a  fine  calling, 

That  can  both  raife,  and  take  downe,  out 
upon  thee. 

Brun •  For  this  one  fervice  I  am  ever 
thine, 

Prepare  it  j  ile  give  it  him  my  felfe,  for  you 
Protaldye , 

By  this  kiffe,and  our  promif’d  fport  at  night, 
(Doe  conjure  you  to  beare  up,  not  minding 
The  oppofition  of  Theodoret , 

Or  any  of  his  followers  3  what  fo  ere 
You  are ,  yet  appeare  valiant ,  and  make 
good 

The  opinion  that  is  had  of  you:  for  my  felfe 
In  the  new  Queenes  remove ,  being  made 
fecure, 

Feare  not,  ile  make  the  future  building  fure. 

Exeunt . 

Wind  homes. 

Enter  Theodoret)  Thierry * 

Theod .  This  Stag  flood  well ,  and  cun¬ 
ningly. 

Thierry .  My  horfer 
I  am  fure,  has  found  it,  for  her  fides  are 
Blooded  from  flanke  to  fhoulder ,  where’s 
the  troope  ? 

Enter  Mar  tell. 

Theodoret.  Part  homeward ,  weary  and 
tir’d  as  we  are. 

Now  Mart  el U  have  you  remembred  what  we 
thought  of  ? 

Mart .  Yes  Sir,  I  have  fnigled  him,  and  if 
1  ‘  there  be  Any 


x  1  y  uj - : 

Lecure*  Well  then,  what  thinke  you  if  I 


Anydefert  in  his  blood,  befide  the  itch. 
Or  manly  hear,  but  what  deco&ions 
Leaches  ,  and  callifes  have  cram’d  into 
him. 

Your  Lordfhip  fhall  know  perfeft. 

Thier.  What’s  that, may  not  I  know  too? 
Theod Yes  Sir, 

To  that  end  we  caft  the  projeft. 

Thierry.  Whati’fW 
Mart.  A  defire  Sir, 

Upon  the  gilded  flag  your  Graces  favour 
Has  ftuck  up  for  a  Generali,  and  to  in- 
v  forme  you, 

For  this  houre  hee  fhall  pafle  the  teft ,  what 
valour, 

Staid  judgement  ,  foule  ,  or  fafe  difcre- 
tion 

Your  mothers  wandring  eyes  ,  and  your 
obedience 

Have  flung  upon  us ,  to  allure  your  know¬ 
ledge, 

Hee  can  bee,  dare  bee,  fhall  bee,  muft  bee 
nothing, 

Loade  him  with  piles  of  honours  >  fet 
him  off 

With  all  the  cunning  foyles  that  may  de¬ 
ceive  us : 

But  a  poore,  cold,  unfpirited,  unmanner ’d, 
Unhoneft,  unaffefted,  undone,  foole, 

And  molt  unheard  of  coward,  a  meere 
lumpe 

Made  to  loade  beds  withall,  and  like  a 
night-mare. 

Ride  Ladies  that  forget  to  fay  their  prayers, 
One  that  dares  onely  bee  difeafed ,  and  in 
debt*, 

Whofe  body  mewes  more  plaifters  every 
month, 

Than  women  doe  old  faces. 

Thier •  No  more,  t  know  him, 

1  now  repent  my  error,  take  yourtime 
And  try  him  home,  ever  thus  far  referv’d. 
You  tie  your  anger  up* 

Mart.  I  loft  itelfeSir. 

Thier- Bring  me  his  fword  fair  taken  with¬ 
out  violence- 

For  that  will  belt  declare  him. 

Theod .  That’s  the  thing.  J 

Thier .  And  my  belt  horfe  is  thine* 

Mart.  Your  Graces  fervant.  Exit. 

Theod •  You’le  hunt  no  more  Sir. 


Thier .  Not  to  day,  the  weather 
Is  growne  coo  warme ,  befides  the  dogs  ate 
fpcnt, 

Wee’l  take  a  cooler  morning,  let’s  to  horfe, 
And  hollow  in  the  troope. 

Exeunt -  Wind  homes • 

Enter  2  Huntfmen. 

1. 1  marry  Twainer, 

This  woman  gives  indeed  ,  thefe  are  the 
Angels 

That  are  the  keepers  faints. 

2.  I  like  a  woman 

That  handles  the  deeres  dowfetswith  dif- 
cretionj 

And  payes  us  by  proportion. 

1.  Tisnotreafon 

To  thinke  this  good  old  Lady  has  a  ftump 
yet 

That  may  require  a  cor  rail. 

2.  And  the  bells  too. 

Enter  Protaldye . 

Shee  has  loft  a  friend  of  mee  elfe,  but  here’s 
the  clarke. 

No  more  for  feare  ath  bell- ropes* 

Preta-  How  now  Keepers, 

Saw  you  the  King  ? 

x.  Yes  Sir,  hee’s  newly  mounted. 

And  as  we  take’t  ridden  home. 

Pro  >  Farewell  then. 

Exit.  Keepers 

Enter  Mar  tell 

My  honour’d  Lord,  Fortune  has  made  mee 
happy 

To  meet  with  fuch  a  man  of  men  to  fide  me. 

P  rot  aid-  How  fir,  I  know  ye  not 
Nor  what  your  fortune  meanes. 

Mart .  few  words  fhall  ferve,  1  am  be* 
traide  Sir: 

Innocent  and  honeft  ;  malice  and  violence. 
Are  both  againft  mee,  bafely  and fowlely 
layd  for, 

For  my  life  Sir,  danger  is  now  about  me. 
Now  in  my  throat  Sir. 

Protald.  Where  fir  ? 

Mart .  Nay  I  feare  nor. 

And  let  ic  now  powre  downe  in  ftormes 
upon  me, 

I  have  met  with  a  noble  guard, 

Prot .  Your  meaning  Sir, 

For  I  have  prefent  bufinefle. 

Mart.  O  my  Lord, 

B  $  Yj« 


Your  honourcannot  leave  a  gentleman. 

At  leaft  a  faire  defigne  of  this  brave  narure  > 
To  which  your  worth  is  wedded,  your  pro- 
ftfhon 

Hatch’c  in  ,  and  made  one  peece  in  fuch  a 
periil. 

There  are  but  fix  my  Lord. 

Prot.  What  fix  ? 

Mart •  Six  vi Haines  fworne,  and  in  pay  to 
kill  mee. 

Prot  aid  ye .  Six  * 

Mart .  AlasSir,  what  can  fix  doe,  or  fixe 
fcore  now  you  are  prefent, 

Your  name  will  blow  em  oft,  fay  they  have 
fhoc  too, 

Who  dare  prefent  a  peece  ?  your  valour’s 
proofeSir. 

Prot-  No,  i’le  allure  you  Sir,  nor  my  dif- 
cretion  - 

Againft  a  multitude  ;  ’Tis  true ,  I  dare  fight 
Enough  ,  and  well  enough,  and  long  e- 
nough : 

But  wifedome  Sir ,  and  weight  of  what  is 
on  me, 

In  which  lam  no  more  mineowne,  nor 
yours  Sir,  . 

Nor  as  I  take  it  any  fingie  danger. 

But  what  concerns  my  place, tels  me  direftly, 
Belide  my  perfon,my  faire  reputation, 

If  Irhruft  into  crowds  ,  and  feeke  occafions 
Suffers  opinion,  fix  ?  Why  Hercules 
Avoyded  two  men, yet  noc  to  give  example : 
But  only  for  your  prefent  dangers  fake  Sir, 
Were  there  but  foure  Sir,  I  car’d  not  if 
I  killd  them, 

They  will  ferve  to  whet  my  fword. 

Mart.  There  are  but  foure  Sir, 

I  did  miftake  them,  but  foure  fuch  as  Europe 
Excepting  your  great  valour. 

Prot*  Well  confide rd, 

I  will  not  meddle  with  um, foure  in  honour. 
Are  equall  with  fourefcore,  befides  they 
are  people 

Only  dir  eft  ed  by  their  fury. 

Mart.  So  much  nobler  fhall  bee  your 
way  of  juftice. 

Prot •  That  I  find  not. 

Mart .  You  will  not  leave  me  thus? 

Prot .  I  would  not  leave  you ,  but  looke 
you  Sir, 

Men  of  my  place  and  bufinefte>  muft  not 


\  Be  queftioned  thus. 


Mart.  You  cannot  pafte  Sir, 

Now  they  have  lecne  mee  with  you  with¬ 
out  danger.  ( two; 

They  are  here  Sir  within  hearing,  take  but 
Pr-ot .  Let  the  law  take  um  cake  a  tree  Sjr, 
lie  take  my  horfe  ,  that  you  may  keepe 
with  fafcty,  (  this  houre 

If  they  have  brought  no  hand-fawes,  within 
He  fend  you  refcue ,  and  a  toyle  to  take  um. 
Mart .  You  fhall  notgoefo  pooreIy,ftay 
hut  one  Sir,  •  a, 

Prot .  I  have  beene  fo  hamperde  with 
thete  refcues, 

So  hewde  and  torturde,  that  the  truth  is  Sir, 
I  have  mainely  vowde  againft  um  ,  yet  for 
your  fake. 

If  as  you  fay  there  be  but  one,  ile  ftay. 

And  fee  faire  play  a  both  tides. 

Mart.  There  is  no  .a 
More  Sir,  and  as  I  doubt  a  bafe  one  too. 

Prot •  Fie  on  him ,  goe  lugge  him  out 
bytheeares. 

Mart .  Yes, 

This  is  he  Sir,  the  bafeft  in  the  kingdome. 
Prot.  Doe  you  know  me  ? 

Mart  Yes,  for  a  generall  foole, 

A  knave,  a  coward, and  upftart  ftallion  bawb. 
Beal!,  barking  puppy,  that  dares  not  bite. 
Prou  The  beft  man  beft  knowes  patience 
Mart.  Yes, 

This  way  Sir,  now  draw  your  fword  ,  and 
right  you, 

Or  render  it  to  me,  for  one  you  fhall  doe. 

Pro.  If  wearing  it  may  do  you  any  honor, 
I  fhall  be  glad  to  grace  you,  there  it  is^Sir. 
Mart  Now  get  you  home,  and  telil  your 
Lady  Miftris, 

Shee  has  fhot  up  a  fweet  mufhi  ump,  quit 
your  place  too. 

And  fay  you  are  counfelde  well ,  thou  wile 
be  beaten  elfe ' 

By  thine  owne  lanceprifadoes >  when  they 
know  thee, 

That  tun  ns  of  oyl  of  rofes  will  not  cure  thee; 
Goe  get  you  to  your  foyning  worke  at 
Court,  ( ton  ; 

And  learne  to  fweat  againe,  and  eat  dry  mut- 
An  armor  like  a  froft  will  fearch  your  bones, 
And  make  you  roare  you  rogue;  not  a  reply. 
For  if  you  doe,  your  eares  goe  oft'. 

,  Pro/* 
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P rot  .  Sci!  patience. 

Loud  mufickj  A  Banbuet  fet  out. 

Enter  Trierry>  Ordel'a ,  Brunhalt,Theo - 
Lecure>  Bawdber •  drc. 

Thier.  It  is  your  place,  and  though  in  all 
things  elfe 

You  may  and  ever  fhall  command  mee,  yet 
In  this  ile  bee  obeyde. 

Or  del/a-  Sir,  the  confent, 

That  made  me  yours, fhall  never  teach  me  to 
Repent  I  am  fo,yet  bee  you  but  pleafde 
To  give  mee  leave  to  fay  fo  much  3  the 
honour 

You  offer  mee  were  better  given  to  her, 

To  whom  you  owe  the  power  of  giving. 
Thiers  Mother, 

You  hearethis  and  rejoyce  in  fuch  a  blefTing 
That  payes  to  you  fo  large  a  fhare  of  duty  > 
But  fie  no  more,  for  as  you  hold  a  place 
Neerer  my  heart  than  fhee ,  you  muft  fit 
neereft 

To  all  thofe  graces,  that  are  in  the  power 
Of  Majefty  to  beftow. 

Brm .  Which  ile  provide. 

Shall  bee  fhort  liude,  Lecure . 

Lecure .  I  have  it  ready. 

Brun •  ’Tis  well,  waite  on  our  cup. 
Lecure.  You  honour  me. 

Thier.  We  are  dull, 

No  objeft  to  provoke  mirth. 

Theod .  Mar  tell-, 

If  you  remember  Sir,  will  grace  your  Feaft 
With  fome  thing  that  will  yeld  matter  of 
mirth. 

Fit  for  no  common  view. 

Thier.  Touching  Protaldye . 

Theod .  You  have  it. 

Brun .  What  of  him ,  Ifeare  his  bafe- 
nefie  .  afide 

In  fpight  of  all  the  titles  that  my  favours 
Have  cloth’d  him, which  will  make  difcovery 
Of  what  is  yet  conceal’d. 

Enter  Mar  tell  ) 

Theod .  Looke  Sir,  he  has  it. 

Nay  wee  fhall  have  peace  when  fo  great 
a  fouldier 

As  the  renoun’d  P  rot  aid)  e ,  will  g  ive  up 
His  fword  rather  then  ufe  it. 

Brun.  ’Twas  thy  plot. 

Which  I  will  turn  on  thine  own  head,  ajide 
Thier.  Pray  you  fpeake. 


How  wonne  you  him  to  part  from  t  ? 

Mart.  Wonne  him  Sir, 

He  would  have  yielded  it  upon  his  knees 
Before  hee  would  have  hazarded  the  ex¬ 
change  (  mee, 

Of  a  phillip  of  the  forehead:  had  you  will’d 
I  durft  have  undertooke  he  fhould  have  fent 
you 

His  nofe,  provided  that  the  Ioffe  of  it 
Might  have  fav’d  the  reft  of  his  face :  fee 
is  Sir 

The  moft  unutterable  coward  that  ere  nature 
Bleft  with  hard  fhoulders,  which  were  onky 
given  him, 

To  the  ruirie  of  baftinados. 

Thierry  Poffible. 

Theod •  Obferve  but  how  fhe  frets. 

Mart .  Why  beleeve  it : 

But  that  I  know  the  fhame  of  this  difgrace, 
Will  make  the  beaft  to  live  with  fuch  ,  and 
never 

Prefume  to  come  more  among  men  3  i  le 
hazard 

My  life  upon  it,  that  a  boy  of  twelve 
Should  fcourge  him  hither  like  a  parifh  top , 
And  make  him  dance  before  you. 

Brun.  Slave  thou  lieft. 

Thou  dar’ft  afwell  fpeake  treafon  in  the 
hearing 

Of  thofe  that  have  the  power  to  punifh  it. 

As  the  Ieaft  tillable  of  this  before  him,'  - 
Buc  ’tis  thy  hate  to  me. 

Martell  Nay,  pray  you  Madam, 

I  have  no  eares  tooheare  you, though  a  foote 
To  let  you  underhand  what  he  is, 

Brun  Villaine. 

Theod ■  You  are  to  violent. 

Enter  Protaldye . 

The  worft  that  can  come 
Is  blankettingdor  beating,  and  fuch  vertues 
I  have  been  long  acquainted  with. 

Mart.  Oh  ft  range  / 

B awdlo  Behold  the  man  you  talke  of, 

Brun •  Give  me  leave. 

Or  free  thy  ^felfe  think  in  what  place  you 
are^I 

From  the  foule  imputation  that  is  laid 
Vpon  thy  valourfbe  bold,  i’Jeprote&you) 
Or  here  I  vowf  deny  it  or  forfweare  it„J 
Thefe  honours  which  thou  weareft  unwor¬ 
thily, 


Which 


Which  be  but  impudent  enough  and  keepe 
them, 

Shall  be  tome  from  thee  with  thy  eyes. 

Prof.  I  have  it, 

My  valour  /  is  there  any  here  beneath, 

The  ftile  of  king,  dares  queftion  it  ? 

Thier •  This  is  rare. 

Prof.  Which  of  my  actions ,  which  have 
hill  been  noble, 

Has  rend  red  me  fufpe&ed  ? 

Thierry .  Nay  Mart  ell. 

You  muft  not  fall  off. 

Mart .  Oh  Sir,  feare  it  not. 

Doe  you  know  this  fword 
Vrot .  Yes. 

Mart .  Pray  you  on  what  termes 
Did  you  part  with  it  ? 

Vrota-  Part  with  it  fay  you  ? 

Mert .  So. 

Thier.  Nay  ftudy  not  an  anfwer  ,  confeffe 
freely. 

Prof*.  Oh  I  remember’c  now,  at  the  flags 
falls. 

As  we  to  day  were  hunting,  a  poore  fellow, 
And  now  I  view  you  better,  i  may  fay 
Much  of  your  pitch:this  filly  rech  I  fpoke  of 
With  his  petition  falling  at  my  feet, 

(  Which  much  againft  my  will  he  kift,) 
defir’d 

That  as  a  fpecial  meanes  for  his  preferment, 
T would  vochfafe  to  let  him  ufe  my  fword, 

To  cut  off  the  ftags  head, 

B run.  Will  you  heare  that  ? 

B awdb.  This  lie  beares  a  fimilitude  of 
truth. 

Vrota .  I  ever  courteous,  f*  a  great  weake- 
neffein  me  ) 

Granted  his  humble  fuite* 

Mart.  Oh  impudence  ? 

Thier .  This  change  is  excellent, 

Mart .  A  word  with  you, 

Denie  it  not, I  was  that  man  difguifde. 

You  know  my  temper,  and  as  you  refpeft 
A  dayly  cudgelling  for  one  whole  yeare, 
Without  a  fecond  pulling  by  the  eares, 

Or  tweakes  by  the  nofe ,  or  the  moft  pre- 
tious  balroe 

You  us’d  of  patience,  patience  do  you 
marke  me, 

Confefle  before  thefe  kings  with  what  bafe 
feare 


Thou  didft  deliver  it.  5 

Pm.  Oh  / 1  fhall  burft. 

And  if  I  have  not  inftant  liberty 
To  teare  this  fellow  limbe  by  limbe,  the 
wrong. 

Will  breake  my  hart,  although  Herculean* 
And  fomewhat  bigger*  there's  my  gage^ray 
you  here 

Let  me  redeeme  my  credit. 

Thierry •  Ha,  ha,  forbeare. 

Man.  Pray  you  let  me  take  it  up,  and  if  I 
do  not 

Againft  all  ods  of  armor  and  of  weapons, 
VVith  this  make  him  confefie  it  on  his  knees 
Cut  off  my  head. 

Pm.  No,  that  is  my  office. 

Bawdb.  Fie,  you  take  the  hangmans  place* 
Ordella.  Nay  good  my  Lord 
j  Let  me  attone  this  difterencejdo  not  fuffer 
Our  bridall  night  to  be  the  Centaurcs  feaft. 
You  are  a  knight  and  bound  by  oath  to  grant 
All  juft  fuits  unto  Ladies  *  for  my  fake 
Forget  your  fuppos’d  wrong. 

P rot.  Well,  let  him  thankeyou, 

For  your  fake  he  fhall  live, perhaps  a  day. 
And  may  be,  on  fubmiffion  longer, 

Theod.  Nay,  Mart  ell, you  muft  be  patient. 
Man •  I  am  yours. 

And  this  Have  fhall  be  once  more  mine. 
Thier.  Sit  all  $ 

One  health,  and  fo  to  bed,for  I  too  long 
Deferre  my  choifeft  delicates. 

Br««-  Which  if  poyfon 
Have  any  Power,  thou  ffialt  like  Tantalus 
Behold  and  never  tafte*be  carefull. 

Lecure •  Feare  not. 

Brun.  Though  it  be  rare  in  our  fex,  yet  for 
once 

I  will  begin  a  health. 

Thier.  Let  it  come  freely. 

B run.  Lecure,,  the  cup*  heere  to  the  fonne 
we  hope 

This  night  fhall  be  an  Embrion. 

Thierry.  You  have  namsd 
A  bleffing  that  I  moft  defir'd,  I  pledge  you, 
Give  me  a  larger  cup,  that  is  too  little 
Vnto  fo  great  a  god. 

Brun.  Nay,  then  you  wrong  me, 

Follow  as  I  began. 

Thierry .  Well  as  you  pleafe. 

Brun.  Ift  done  l 

Lecure • 


*  / J 

Lecure-  Vnto  your  wifh,  I  warrant  you,- 
For  this  night  Idurft  cruft  him  with  my  mo¬ 
ther. 

Their .  So,  ’tis  gone  round,  lights. 

Brun.  Pray  you  ufe  my  fervice. 

Ordella  Tis  that  which  I  fhall  ever  owe 
you  Madam,  (  don  me. 

And  muft  have  rone  from  you, pi  ay  you  par- 
Thier .  Good  reft  to  all. 

Theod.  And  to  you  pleafant  labour. 

Mart.  Your  company, Madam  good  night 
£xe unt  ally  bus  Brunbalt , Portal-  Lecure , 

B  awdber. 

Brun -  Nay  you  have  caufe  to  blulh ,  but  I 
will  hide  it, 

And  what’s  more  I  forgive  you ;  ift  not  piety 
That  thou  that  art  the  firft  to  enter  combat 
With  any  woman,  and  what  is  more,  ore- 
come  her,  ( fearefuli 

In  which  fhee  is  beft  pleas'd ,  lhould  be  fo 
1  o  mecte  a  man. 

P rot-  Why  would  you  have  me  lofe 
That  bloud  that  is  dedicated  to  your  fervice 
In  any  other  qaurrell. 

Brun .  No,referve  it. 

As  I  will  ftudy  to  preferve  thy  credit. 

You  firha}  be’t  yonr  care  to  find  out  on 
1  hat  is  poore  though  valiant, that  at  any  rate 
Will,  to  redeeme  my  fervants  reputation. 
Receive  a  publique  baffling. 

Bawdb.  Would  yourHighnefie 
Were  pleas’d  to  informe  mee  better  of 
your  purpofe.  (box’d 

Brun  Why  one  Sir ,  thatwould  thus  be 
Or  kick’d,  doe  you  apprehend  me  now  * 
Bawdb.  I  feele  you  Madam,  (Lord, 

The  man  that  fhal)  receive  this  from*  my 
Shall  have  a  thoufand  crownes. 

Prof.  Hee  (hall.  Bawd •  befides 

His  day  of  baftinadoing  paft  ore, 

Hee  fhall  not  lofe  your  Grace ,  nor  your 
good  favour. 

Bwn-  That  fhall  make  way  to  it. 

Bawdb -  Ic  muft  be  a  man 
Of  credit  in  the  Court, that  is  to  be 
The  foyle  unto  your  valour. 

Bro* .  True,  itfhould. 

Bawdb •  And  if  hec  have  place  there, 

’tis  not  the  worfe. 

B run-  Tis  much  the  better. 

Bawdb-  If  he  be  a  Lord, 


Twill  be  the  greatergrace 
Brun.  1  hou  art  in  the  right. 

Bawdb.  Why  then  behold  that  valiant 
man  and  Lord, 

That  for  your  fake  will  take  a  cudgelling. 
For  be  aflu’d  when  it  is  fpread  abroad 
That  you  have  deal  c  wirh  mee,  thev’Jepive 
you  out  6 

For  one  of  the  nine  Worthies. 

B run-  Out  you  pandar, 

Why  to  beate  thee  is  only  exercife 
For  fuch  as  doe  affe<ft  it,  lofe  not  time 
In  vaine  replies,  but  doe  it;  come  my  follace 
Let  us  to  bed,and  our  defires  once  quench’d 
Wcele  there  determine  of  7 heodorets  death 
F’or  he  s  the  Engine  us’d  to  ruine  u$$ 

Yet  one  worke  more,  Lecure ,  art  thou 
aliurde 

The  potion  will  worke , 

Lecure-  My  life  upon  it,  (  with 

Br#n.  Come  my  Protaldye >  then  glut  mee 
Thofe  beft  delights  of  man,  that  are  deni’d 
To  her  that  dees  txpeft  them,being  a  bride. 

3.  Scce.  1*  /  * 

Enter  Thierry  and  Ordella,  as  from  bed. 


ThieZ:  S,urc  1  have  drunke  the  blood  of 
Elephants. 

The  teares  of  mandrake  and  the  marble  dew, 
Mixt  in  my  draught  ,  have  quencht  mv 
naturall  heate,  3 

And  left  no  fparke  of  fire  but  in  mine  eyes  • 
With  which  I  may  behold  my  miferies  • 
Yee  wretched  flames  which  play  upon  mv 
fight,  1 

Turne  inward,  majee  mee  all  one  peece , 
though  earth. 

My  teares  fhall  overwhelme  you  elfe  too. 
Ordella.  What  moves  my  Lord  to  this 
ftrange  fadnefie  ? 

If  any  late  difeerned  want  in  me. 

Give  caufe  to  your  repentance, care  and  duty 
Shall  find  apainefull  way  to  recompence. 
Tbier-  Are  you  yet  frozen  vetoes ,  feele 
you  a  breath, 

Whofe  temperate  heate  would  make  the 
North  ftarre  reele, 

Her  icie  pillars  thaw’d,  and  do  you  not  melt? 
Draw  neerer,  yet  neerer,  fleffe 

That  from  thy  barren  kifie  thou  maift  con- 
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I  have  notheate  enough  to  make  a  blufh. 
Ordella •  Speake  neerer  to  my  underftand* 
ing,  like  a  hulband, 

7 'bier-  How  fhould  he  fpeak  the  language 
ofahnfband,  (  voice? 

Who  wants  the  tongue  and  organs  of  Ivs 
Ordella .  It  is  a  phrafe  will  part  with  the 
fame  eafe 

From  you  with  that  you  now  deliver. 

Thier .  Bind  not  his  eares  up  with  fo  dull 
a  char  me  j 

Who  hath  no  other  fence  left,  open  y  why 
fhould  thy  words 

Find  more  reftraint  than  thy  free  fpeak - 
ing  a&ions, 

Thy  clofe  imbraces  and  thy  mid-night  fighes 
The  filent  orators  to  flow  delire  ? 

Ordella  Strive  not  to  winne  content  from 
ignorance 

Which  muft  be  loft  in  knowledge  :  heaven 
can  witnefle 

My  fartheft  hope  of  good  reacht  at  your 
pleafure, 

Which  feeing  alone  may  in  your  looke 
bee  read : 

Adde  not  a  doubt  full  comment  to  a  text 
That  in  it  felfe  is  direft  and  eafie. 

Thier .  Oh  thou  haft  drunke  the  juice  of 
hemlocke  too, 

Or  did  upbraided  nature  make  this  paire 
To  fhew  fttee  had  not  quite  forgot  her 
firft 

Juftly  prais’d  workemanfhip  >  the  firft 
chaft  couple 

Before  the  want  of  joy,  taught  guilty  fight 
Away  through  Ihame  and  forrow  to  delight: 
Say?  may  we  mixe  as  in  their  innocence 
VVhen  turtles  kift  ,  to  confirme  happineile, 
Not  to  beget  it. 

Ordella.  I  know  no  bar. 

Thier .  Should  I  beleeve  thee,  yet  thy 
pulfe  beates  woman,  _ 

And  faves  the  name  of  wife  did  promife  thee 
The  bleft  reward  of  duty  to  thy  mother, 
Who  gave  fo  often  witneffe  of  her  joy, 
When  fhe.e  did  boaft  thy  likeneffe  to  her 

Husband.  ,  ,  .  c  , 

Ordella-  ’Tis  true,  that  to  bring  forth  a 

fecond  to  your  felfe,^  . 

Was  onlv  worthy  of  my  Virgin  Ioffe  y 
And  fhout I  prize  you  lefle  unpatter rt  d  Sir, 


Then  being  exemplified, i’ft  not  more  honor 
To  bepoffeffor  of  unequal’d  vertue. 

Then  what  is  parallels?  give  me  beleife, 

I  he  name  of  mother  knowes  no  way  of  good, 
More  then  the  end  in  mee:  who  weds  for 
luft 

Is  oft  a  widow  j  when  I  married  you, 

I  loft  the  name  of  maide  to  gaine  a  title 
Above  the  wifti  of  change  ,  which  that 
part  can 

Only  maincaine,  is  ftill  the  fame  in  man. 

His  vertue  and  his  calme  fociety,  ( dilTolve, 
Which  no  gray  haires  can  threaten  to 
Nor  wrinkles  bury. 

Thier .  Confine  thy  felfe  tofilence,  left 
thou  take 

That  part  of  reafon  from  me  is  only  left 
To  give  perfwafion  to  me,  I  am  a  man : 

Or  fay  thou  haft  never  feene  the  rivers  hafte 
With  glad-fome  fpeed  to  meete  the  amo- 
morous  fea« 

Ordella •  We  are  butto  praife  the  code - 
neffe  of  their  ftreames. 

Thier -  Nor  view’d  the  kids  taught  by 
their  luftfull fires, 

Purfue  each  other  through  the  wanton 
lawnes, 

And  lik’t  the  fport« 

Ordella .  As  it  made  way  unto  their  en¬ 
vied  reft  (  eyes* 

With  weary  knots  binding  their  harmlefie 
Thier-  Nor  doe  you  know  the  reafon  why 
the  Dove, 

One  of  the  paire  your  hands -wont  honre- 
ly  feed. 

So  often  dipt  and  kift  her  ftahpy  mate*'  \ 
Ordella .  Unlcffeit  were  to  .welcome  his 
wifht  fight,  -  . 

VVhofe  abfence  onely  gave  her:  mourning 

voice-  ■ 

Thierry .  And  you  could  dove-like  to  a 

fingle  objeft 

Binde  your  loofe  fpirits  to  one  ,  nay  luch 

Whom  only  eyes  and  ears  mUft  flatter  good. 
Your  furer  fence  made  ufeleffe,  my  felfe,  nay 
As  in  my  all  of  good  already  knowne. 

Ordella .  Let  proofe  plead  for  mee  ,  Iet^ 
me  be  mew’d  up  C  owne  j 

Where  never  eye  may  reach  mee  but  your 

And  when  I  Hull  repent,  but  in  my  lookes  * 
-  -  Thier . 


noli. 


7 'hier-  Or  (bed  a  teare  that’s  warme. 

Ordella .  Butin  your  fadnefie. 

Thier.  Or  when  you  heare  the  birds  call 
for  their  mates. 

Aske  if  itbe  St.  Valentine, their  coupling  day. 
Ordella .  If  any  thing  may  make  a  thought 
fufpefted 

Of  knowing  any  happinefle  but  you, 

Divorce  meeby  the  title  of  moftfalfhood. 
Thier .  Oh  who  would  know  a  wife,  that 
might  have  fuch  a  friend  ? 
pofterity  henceforth  lofe  the  name  of  blefth'? 
And  leave  the  earth  inhabited  to  :  ■  l 
heaven.  ,  $ . 

Enter  Theodoret,Brunhalr,Martell,  Protaldye . 
Mart .  All  happinefle  to  Thierry  and  Or¬ 
della . 

Thier.  Tisa  defire  but  borrowed  from 
me,  my  happinefle. 

Shall  be  the  period  of  all  good  mens  wilhes, 
Which  friends,  -nay  dying  fathers  /hall  be¬ 
queath, 

And  in  my  one  give  all :  is  there  a  duty 
Belongs  to  any  power  of  mine, or  love 
To  any  vertue  I  have  right  to?  here,  place 
it  heare, 

OrdeUas  name  fhall  onely  beare  command, 
Rule,  title,  foverainty. 

Brun.  Whatpaflion  fwayes  my  fon  ? 

Thier .  O  mother,  fhe  has  doubled  every 
good 

The  travaile  of  your  blood  made  pofiible 
To  my  glad  being. 

Prot •  He  fhould  have  done 
Little  to  her,  he  is  fo  light  harted  ; 

Thier.  Brother, fiiends, if  honor  unto  fhame 
If  wealth  to  want  in  large  the  prefent  fence, 
My  joyes  are  unbounded,infteed  of  qneftion 
Let  it  be  envy, not  bring  a  prefent 
To  the  high  offering  of  our  mirth,  banquets, 
and  maskes  j  ( malice, 

Keepe  waking  our  delights,  mocking  nights 
Whofe  darke  brow  would  fright  pleafure 
from  us, 

Our  court  be  but  one  ft ange  of  Revells,  and 
each  ye 

The  feeane  where  our  content  moves. 

Theod •  There  fhall  want 
Nothing  to  exprefle  our  fhares  in  your  de  * 
light  Sir- 

Mart.  Till  now  I  ne’re  repented  the  eftate 


Ofwiddowcr. 

Thier.  Mufique ,  why  art  thou  fo  flow  II 
voy<fte  ?  it  ftaits  thy  prdence 
My  Ordella ,  this  chamber  is  afpheare 
1  oo  narrow  for  thy  al  moving  vertue. 

Make  way,  free  way  I  fay* 

Who  muft  alone,  her  fexes  want  fupply, 

Had  need  to  havearoome  both  large  and 
high. 

Mart.  This  palfion’s  above  utterance."’ 

Theod -  Nay  credulity. 

Exit  allbut  Thierry, Brmhalt. 

Brun •  W’hy  fonne  what  meane  you  ,,are 
you  a  man  * 

Thier.  No  mother  X  am  no  man ,  were  I  a 
man  ? 

How  could  I  be  thus  happy  ? 

Brun •  How  can  a  wife  be  author  of  this  joy 
then  / 

Thier.  That  being  no  man,  I  am  married 
to  no  woman  j 

The  beft  of  men  in  full  ability, 

Can  onely  hope  to  fatisfie  a  wife. 

And  for  that  hope  ridiculous,  I  in  my  want 
And  fuch  defeftive  poverty,that  to  her  bed 
From  my  firft  cradell  brought  no  ftrength  J 
but  thought,  j 

Have  met  a  temperance  beyond  hers  that 
rockt  me, 

Neceflity  being  herbarj  where  this 
Is  fo  much  fencelefte  of  my  depriv’d  fire. 

She  knowesit  notalofie  by  her  defire. 

Brun.  It  is  beyond  my  admiration. 

Thier ,  Beyond  your  fexes  faith. 

The  unripe  virgins  of  outage  to  heat  *t 
Will  dreame  themfelves  to  women, and  con¬ 
vert 

The  example  to  a  miracle.  > 

B run.  Alas  ’tis  your  defeft  moves  my  a- 
mazement. 

But  what  ill  can  be  feperate  from  ambition  l 
Cruell  Theedoret .  ! 

Thierry  *  What  of  my  brother  ? 

Brun.  That  to  his  name  your  barrenefie 
adds  rule  f, 

Who  loving  the  efieft,  would  not  be  ftrange 
In  favouring  the  caufe  j  looke  on  the  profit. 

And  gaine  will  quickly  point  the  mifehiefe 
out. 

•  Thier .  The  name  of  father  to  what  I  pof- 
feffe 
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h  fhame  and  care. 

B run.  Were  we  begot  to  finglehappinefle 
I  grant  you}  but  from  fuch  a  wife,futh  virtue 
To  get  an  heire,  what  her  met  would  not 

finde 

Deferving  argument  to  breake  his  vow 
Even  in  his  age  of  chaftity  ? 

Thier •  You  teach  a  deafe  man  language. 

Brun.  The  caufe  found  out*  the  malady 
may  ceafe, 

Hare  you  heard  of  one  Forts  ? 

Thier.  A  learn’d  Aftronomer,  great  Magi¬ 
cian, 

Who  lives  hard- by  retir’d. 

Brun.  Repaire  to  him,  with  the  juft  houre 
and  place 

Of  your  nativity;  fooles  are  amaz’d  at  fate, 
Griefes  butconceafd  are  never  defpeiate. 

Thier.  You  have  timely  wakn’d  me,  nor 
fhalllfleepe 

Without  the  fatisfa&ion  of  his  art 

Exit  Thierry .  Enter  Lecu re. 

Brun •  W ifedome  prepares  you  to’t,  Lem 
cure3  met  happily. 

Lecure.  The  ground  anfwers  your  purpofe, 
the  conveniance 

Being  fecure  and  eafie,  falling  juft 
Behind  the  ftate  fet  for  Theoderet . 

Brun .  ’Tis  well,  your  truft  invites  you  to  a 
fecond  charge. 

You  know  Lefortes  cell. 

Lecure. Who  confteilattd  your  faire birth 

Brun •  Enough,  I  fee  thou  knowft  him, 
where’s  Barvdber  ? 

Lecur -  I  left  him  careful!  of  theprojeft 

caff. 

To  raife  Protaldies  credit. 

Brun.  A  fore  that  muft  be  plafter’d,  in 
whofe  w'ound' 

Others  fhall  find  their  graves,  thinke  them- 
felves  found. 

Your  eare,  and  quickeft  apprehenfion. 

Exeunt . 

Enter  Barvdber, and a  fenant . 

Barvdb •  This  man  of  war  will  advance. 

Lecure.  Hishoures  uponiheftroake. 

Barvdb-  Wind  him  backe  as  you  favour 
my  eares, 

l  have  no  noyfe  in  my  head, my  braines  have 
hitherto 

Bin  imploy’d  in  filent  bufinefles. 


Enter  Devitry . 

Lecure-  The  gentleman  is  within  your 
reach  Sir.  Exit. 

Barvdb  Give  ground  whilft  I  drill  my  wits 
to  the  encounter, 

Devitry, l  take  it. 

Devitry •  All  that’s  left  of  him. 

Barvdb •  Is  there  another  parcel!  of  you,  if 
it  be  atpawne 

I  will  gladly  redeeme  it  to  make  you  wholy 
mine. 

Kimv  You  feeke  too  hard  apenyworth. 
Barvdb.  You  to  ill  to  keepe  fuch  diftance , 
your  parts  have  been  long  knowne 
To  me,  howfoever  you  pleafe  to  forget  ac¬ 
quaintance 

Vitry.  I  n  ull  confefie  I  have  bin  fob; eft, 
to  leawd  company. 

Barvdb .  Thankes  for  your  good  remem¬ 
brance, 

You  have  bin  a  fouldier  Devitry y and  borne 
armcs. 

Vitry.  A  couple  of  unprofitable  ones,  that 
have  onely  ferv’d  to. get  meaftomacke  to 
my  dinner. 

Barvdb •  Much  good  may  it  dee  you  Sir. 
Vitry  You  ftiould  have  heard  me  fay  I  had 
din’d  firft,  I  have  built  on  an  unwholfome 
ground,  rais’d  up  a  houfe  before  I  knew  a  te¬ 
nant,  matcht  to  meete  weartnefie,  fought  to 
find  want  and  hunger. 

Barvdb-  It  is  time  you  put  up  your  fword, 
and  runne  aw-ay  for  meate  fir,_  nay  if  I  had 
not  wirhdrawneere  now,I  might  have  kept 
thee*,  faft  with  you:  but  fince  the  way  to 
thrive  is  never  late ,  what  is  the  neereft 
courfe  to  profit  thinke  you  ? 

Vitry.  It  may  be  your  worfhip  will  fay 
bawdry. 

Barvdb .  True  fence,  bawdry. 

Vitry.  Why  is  there  five  kinds  of  them,I 
never  knew  but  one. 

Bawdb.  lie  fhew  you  a  new  way  of  profit- 
tution,fail  backe,  further  yet,  further,  there 
is  fifty  crownes,do  but  as  much  to  Protaldye* 
the  Queenes  favoret,  they  are  doubled. 

Vitry  But  thus  much. 

Barvdb  Give  him  but  an  affront  as  he 
comes  to  the  prefence,  and  in  his  drawing- 
make  way  like  a  true  bawde  to  his  valour, the 
fon’s  thy  owne  j  if  you  take  a  fcratch  in  the 
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at  me  or  fo,  every  ckop  of  blood  weighes 
downe  a  ducket. 

Vitry-  After  that  rate,  I  and  my  friends 
would  begger  the  kingdome*  Sir  you  have 
made  me  blufh  to  fee  my  want,whofe  cure  is 
fach  a  cheape  and  eafie  purchafe ,  this  is 
male  bawdery  belike. 

Enter  Protaldy ,  a  Lady,  end  Revellers . 
Bawdb-  See, you  fhall  not  belong  earning 
your  \yages,your  worke’s  before  your  eyes. 

Vitry •  Leave  it  to  my  handling,ile  fall  up¬ 
on ’t  inftantly. 

Bawdb-  What  opinion  will  the  managing 
of  this  affaire 

Bring  to  my  wifedome?my  invention  tickles 
With  apprehenfion  on’t : 

JVo.Thefe  are  the  joyes  of  marriage  Lady, 
VVhofe  fights  are  able  to  dilfolve  virginity. 
Speake  freely,  do  you  not  envy  tfce  brides 
felicity  ? 

Lady -  How  Ihould  I,  being  partner  of’t  ? 
Protall -  What  you  enjoy  is  but  the  ban¬ 
quets  view. 

The  tafte  rtands  from  your  pallate  \  if  he  im¬ 
part 

By  day  fo  much  of  his  content,  thinke  what 
night  gave  l 

Vitry.  VVill  you  have  a  rellifh  of  wit 
Lady  l 

Bawdb-L  his  is  the  man. 

Lady.  If  it  be  not  deare  Sir. 

Vitry .  If  you  affed  cheapnefie,  how  can 
you  prize  thisfullied  ware  fo  much?  mine  is 
frefh,  my  owne,not  retail’d. 

Prot  You  are  fawey  firra. 

Vitry -  The  fitter  to  be  in  the  difh  with 
fuch  dry  ffockfilh  as  you  are,  how  ftrike  ? 
Bawdb.  Remember  the  condition  as  you  j 
looke  for  payment. 

Vitry-  That  boxe  was  left  cut  of  the  bar¬ 
gaine¬ 
rs.  Helpe,helpe,helpe. 

Bawdb •  Plague  of  the  feriveners  running 
hand, 

VVhat  a  blow  is  this  to  my  reputation  ? 
Enter  Thierry,  Tbeodoret ,  Brunhalr ,  Or- 
della *  Memberge,  Martel l- 
Thier .  VVhat  villaine  dares  this  outrage  ? 
Devitry -  Heare  me  Sir,  this  creature  hir’d 
me  with  fifty  crownes  in  hand,  to  let  Vrotal- 
dye  have  the  better  of  rrsee  atfingle  rapier 


on  a  made  quarrell  >  he  miftaking  the wea-  1 
pon,layes  n.ee  over  the  chops  with  his  club- 
filt,  for  which  l  was  bold  to  teadi  him  the  art 
of  memory. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Theod.  Your  Generali,  mother,  will  c’if- 
play  himfelfe. 

Spight  of  our  peace  I  fee.  ( ta'dy > 

Thier  Forbeare  thefe  civill  jar  res,  fie  P/o- 
So  open  in  your  projeds,  avoyd  our  prefence 
firra. 

Devi .  Willingly,  if  you  have  any  more 
wages  to  earne. 

You  fee  I  can  take  paines, 

Theod.  There’s  fomewhat  for  thy  labour. 
More  than  was  promis’d ,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bawdb  Where  could  I  wifh  my  felfe  new? 
in  the  Ifle  of  dogs. 

So  I  might  fcape  feratching,  for  I. fee  by  her 
cats  eyes 

I  fhall  bee  claw’d  fearefully. 

Thier-  Wee’l  heare  no  more  one,  foft 
Mufick  drowne  all  fadneffei  mufief^ 

Command  the  Revtlkrs  in,  at  what  a  rate  I 
doe  purchafe 

My  mothers  abfence  to  give  my  fpleene  full 
liberty. 

Brun-  Speake  not  a  thoughts  delay,  [t 
names  thy  ruine, 

r 'rot.  I  had  thought  my  life  had  borne  t 

more  value  with  you. 

Brun •  Thy  Ioffe  carries  mine  with’t ,  let 
that  fkure  thee.  (too’r. 

The  vault  is  ready,  and  the  doore  conveyes 
Falls  juft  behind  his  chaire,  the  blow  once 
given. 

Thou  art  unfeene.  1 

Prot  I  cannot  feele  more  than  Ifeare  , 
ime  fure.  withdtaws 

Brun .  Begone,  and  let  them  laugh  their 
ownedeftrudion.  < 

Thier-  You  will  adde  unto  her  rage. 

Theod-  Foot  I  fhall  burft  unleffe  I  vent  my 
felfe,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Brun •  Me  Sir,  you  never  could 
Have  found  a  time  to  invite  more  wilingnefs 
In  my  difpofe  to  pleafure. 

Memb •  Would  you  would  pleafe  to  make 
fome  other  choife. 

Revel-  ’Tis  a  difgrace  would  dwell  upon 
me  Lady, 
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Should  you  refufe.  . 

Memb .  Your  reafon  conquers  j  my  Grand¬ 
mothers  lookes 

Have  turn’d  all  ay  re  to  earth  in  mee,  they  (it 
Upon  my  heart  like  night  charmes,  black 
and  heavy. 

The  Dance- 

Thier -  You  are  too  much)  libertine. 

Theod .  The  fortune  of  the  Toole  perfwades 
my  laughter 

More  than  his  cowardice}  was  ever  ratt 
Taneby  the  taile  thus  ?  ha,  ha?  ha. 

Thkr-  Forbeare  I  fay. 

P rot.  No  eye  looks  this  way,  I  will  winke 
and  ftrike,  'Behind  the  State 

Left  l  betray  my  felfe.  fiabs  Theodore t}- 
Theod -  Ha,  did  yon  not  fee  one  neere  me? 
Thier.  How  neere  you, why  doe  you  look 
fopale  brother  ?  \  •••  - 

Treafon,  treafon. 

Memb •  Oh  my  prefage/  Father. 

Ordella .  Brother,  '» 

Mart.  Prince,  noble  Prince. 

Thier-  Make  the-ga’tes  fure,  fearch  into  e- 
very  angle 

And  corner  of  the  Court }  oh  my  ftiame/ 
mother. 

Your  fonne  is  flaine  ,  Theodoret ,  noble 
Theodoret , 

Here  in  my  armes,  too  weake  a  fan&uary 
’Gainft  treachery  and  murder,  fay  is  the  tray- 
tor  taken  i 

i  Guard.  No  man  hath  paft  the  chamber 
on  my  life ’Sir. 

Thier-  Set  prefent  fire  unto  the  place ,  - 
that  all  unfeene 

May  perifh  in  this  mifchiefe,  who  moves 
flow  to  c, 

Shall  adde  unto  the  flame- 
Brim-  What  meane  you.-?  give  mee  your 
private  hearing. 

Thier-  Perfwafion  is  a  partner  in  the  crime, 
I  will  renounce  myclaime  unto  a  mother. 
If  you  make  offer  on’t. 

Brun-  Ere  a  torch  can  take  flame ,  I  will 
produce 

The  author  of  the  fad:. 

Thkr.  Withdraw  but  for  your  lights. 
Memb-  O  my  too  true  fufpition. 

Exeunt  MartelU  Memberg- 
Thier;  Speake,  where’s  the  engine  to  this 
horrid  ad? 
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Brun-  Here  you  doe  behold  her  >  upon 
whom  make  good 

Your  caufeleffe  rage}  the  deed  was  done  by 
my  incitement, 

Not  yet  repented. 

Thier -  Whether  did  nature  ftart  >  when 
you  conceiv’d  .  - 

A  birth  fo  unlike  woman?  fay,  what  part 
Did  not  confent  to  make  a  fon  of  him, 

Referv’d  it  felfe  within  you  to  his  rujne. 

Brun -  Ha ,  ha ,  a  fon  of  mine  /•  doe  not 
diffever 

Thy  fathers  duft,fftakirig  hrs  quiet  Urne, 

To  which  my  breath  would  fend  fo  foule 
aniffue* 

My  fon,  thy  brother?  ' 

Thkr.  Was  not  Theodoret  my  brother, 
or  is  thy  tongue 

Confederate  with  thy  heart, to  fpeak  and  doe 
Only  things  monftrous? 

Brun-  Heare  mee,  and  thou  (halt. make 
thine  owne  beliefe. 

Thy  ftill  withforrow  mention’d, father  liv’d 
Three  careful!  yeares  in  hope  of  wifhed 
heires, 

When  I  conceiv’d ,  being  from  his  jealous 
feare, 

Injoyn’d  to  quiet  home,  one  fatall  day  : 
Tranfported  with  my  pleafure  to  the  chafe, 

I  forc’t  command,and  in  purfuit  of  game, 

Fell  from  my  horfe ,  loft:  both  my  child  and 
hopes.  - 

Defpaire  which  only  in  his  love  faw  life 
Worthy  of  being,  from  a  gardners  armes 
Snatcht  this  unlucky  brat,  and  call’d  it  mine, 
When  the  next  yeare  repaid  my  Ioffe  with 
thee: 

But  in  thy  wrongs  preferv’d  my  miferie. 

Which  that  I  might  diminifh,  though  not 
end, 

My  fighes  and  wet  eies  from  thy  fathers  will. 
Bequeath  this  largeftpart  of  his  Dominions 
Of  France ,  unto  thee,  and  only  left 
Aujiracia  unto  that  changeling,  whofe  life 
aftords 

Too  much  of  ill  ’gainft  mee  to  prove  my 
words. 

And  call  himftranger. 

Thier  Come,  doe  not  weep,  I  muft,  nay 
doe  beleeve  you, 

And  in  my  fathers  fatisfaftion  countit 
'  _  Meric 
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Merit,  not  wrong,  orlofie : 

Bruit.  You  doe  but  flatter,  there’s  anger 
yet  flames 
in  your  eyes-  l 

'  7 hier-  See,  I  will  quench  it ,  and  confeffe 
that  you  ,  ; 

Have  fufter'd  double  travaile  for  me- 
Bruit .  You  will  not  fire  the  houfe  then  ? 
Thier-  Rather  reward  the  author,  who 
gavecaufe  \ 

Of  knowing  fuch  a  fecret,  my  oath  and  duty 
Shall  be  aflurance  ou  t- 
B run*  Frotaldye ,  rife  good  faithfull  fer- 
vant,  heaven  knowes 

How  hardly  he  was  drawne  to  this  attempt- 
Enter  Frotaldye^ 

Thier .  Frotaldye  l  he  had  a  gardners  fate 
i'le  fweate 

Tell  by  thy  hand,  Sir,  we  doe  owe  unto  you 
for  this  fervice. 

Brun-  Why  lookeft  thou  fo  dejeded  ? 

Enter  MarteU .  .  t, 

Fret .  I  want  a  lit*le  fhift  Lady,  nothing 
elfe- 

Mart.  The  fires  are  ready,  pleafe  it  your 
grace  withdraw,  :  v,  :  . 

Whilft  we  performe  your  pleafure- 
J%/>r.Referve  them  for  the  body,fince  he 
had  the  fate  '  ;  r  > 

To  dive  and  die  a  Prince,  he  fhalj  not  lofe 
The  title  in  his  funerall-  Exit- 

Mart-  His  fate  to  lire  a  prince. 

Thou  old  impiety,  made  up  by  Iuft  and  mif- 
chiefe,  Exeunt  with  the 

Take  up  the  body.  body  ofTheod - 

Enter  Ltcurei  and  a  fervent- 
Lecure -  Doeft  thinke  Le forces,  f^re  e- 
nough? 

Serva •  As  bonds  can  make  him,  I  have 
turn’d  his  eyes  to  the  eaft  j  and  left  him  gap¬ 
ing  ifter  the  morning  ftarre,  his  head  is  a 
meere  Aftrolobe ,  his  eyes  ftand  for  the 
poles,  the  gag  in  his  mouth’being  the  coach¬ 
man,  his  live.  teeth  have  the  neereft  refem- 
blance  to  Charles  Waine - 
Lecure.  Thou  haft  caft  a  figure  which  fhall 
raife  thee,  dired  my  haire  a  little ;and  in  my 
likeneffe  to  him  reade  a  fortune  fuiting  thy 
largeft  hopes. 

Serva  You  are  fo  far  ’bove  likenefie  you 
are  the  fame, 


If  you  love  mirth,  perfwade  him  from  him- 
•  felfe- 

’Tis  hut  an  Aftronomer  out  of  the  way, 

And  lying  will  beare  the  better  place  for’t 
Lecure.  I  have  profitabler  ufe  in  hand,haft 
to  the  Qneene  ? 

And  tell  her  how  you  left  me  chang’d . 

Exit  Servant* 

Who  would  not  ferve  this  vertuous  adive 
Queene  ?  •  : 

She  that  loves  mifchiefe  ’bove  the  man  that 
.  does  irj  ,'i 

And  him  above  her  pleafure,  yet  knowes  no 
heaven  elfe- 

Enter  Thierry  - 

Thier.  How  well  this  loanes  fuits  the  art  I 
feeke, . 

Difcovering  fecret  and  fucceeding  fate. 
Knowledge  that  puts  all  lower  happinefle 
on,  / 

With  a  remifleand  carelefle hand, 

Faire  peace  unto  your  meditations  father. 

.  Lecure.  The  fame  to  you,  you  bring  Sir.  1 
Thier.  Drawne  by  your  much  fam’d  skill, 

I  pome  to  know 

Whether  the  man  who  owes  this  charader, 
Shall  ere  have  iflue. 

Lecure.  A  refolution  falling  with  moft 
eafe 

Of  any  doubt  you  could  have  named,  he  is  a 
nPiince 

Whofefortunejou  enquire* 

Thier.  He  is  nobly  borne. 

Lecure •  He  had  a  dukedome  lately  falsie 
unto  him 

By  one  call’d  brother,  who  has  left  a  daugh¬ 
ter. 

Thier.  The  queftion  is  of  heirs',  not  lands-, 
Lecure •  Heirs,  yes  he  fhali  have  heires. 
Thier.  Begotten  of  his  body,  why  look ’ft 
thou  pale  ? 

Thou  canft  not  fuffer  in  his  want. 

Lecure.  Nor  thou,  I  neither  can  nor  will 
Give  farther  knowledge  to  thee- 
Thier -  Thou  muft ,  1  am  the  mad  my  felfe, 
Thy  foveraigne,  who  muft  owe  unto  thy 
wifedome 

In  the  concealing  of  my  barren  fhame-  ^ 
Lecure.  Your  grace  doth  wrong  your  ftarsy 
if  this  be  yours,  *  1 ", 

You  may  have  children..  *  * 

Thier* 


Thier -  Speake  it  againe* 

Lecure ■  You  may  have  fruicfull  ifliie. 
Thier.  By  whom.-'  when?  how? 

Lecure-  It  was  the  fatal!  meases  firft 
itrooke  my  blood  ( it 

With  the  cold-hand  of  wonder,  when  I  read 
Princed  upon  you  birth.  (end 

Thier.  Can  there  be  any  way  unfmooth,has 
So  fauc  and  good  i 

Lecure •  Wee  that  behold  the  fad  afpefts 
ot  heaven, 

Leading  fence  blinded ,  men  feele  griefe 
enough 

To  know, though  not  to  fpeak  their  miferies. 
Thier .  Sorrow  muft  lofe  a  name,  where 
mine  finds  life. 

If  not  in  thee,  at  leaft  eafe  paine  with  fpeed, 
Which  muft  know  no  cureelfe. 

Lecure •  Then  thus, 

The  firft  of  females  which  your  eye  fhall 
meete 

Before  the  fun  next  rife,  comming  from  out 
The  Temple  of  Diana)  being  flaine,  you  live 
Father  of  many  fonnes. 

thier •  Call  ft  thou  this  fadnefle,  can  I 
beget  a  fonne 

Deferving  lefle  then  to  give  recompence 
Unto  fo poore a  lofted  what  e’re thou  art , 
Reft  peaceable  bleft  creature,  borne  to  bee 
Mother  of  Princes  ,  whofe  grave  fhall  be 
mere  fruitful!  (  art 

Then  others  marriage  beds ;  me  think es  his 
Should  give  her  forme  and  happy  figure 

to  mee,  . 

I  long  to  fee  my  happinefle,  he  is  gone, 

As  I  remember  hee  named  my  brothers 
daughter, 

Were  it  my  mother,  ’twere  a  gainfull  death 
Could  give  Or  della  t  vertue  living  breath. 

Exeunt. 

Aid-  4*  Scce.  x. 

Enter  Thierry  and  Martell. 

,  Man.  Your  Grace  is  early  ftirring. 
rffa  0k0.  How  can  he  deep, 

Whofe  happinefle  is  laid  up  in  an  houre. 
Heeknowes  comes  ftealing  toward  him,  O 
MattilH 


I’ft  pofTible  the  longing  bride,  whofe  wifhes 
Outrunnes  her  feares,  can  on  that  day  (hee 
:  is  married 

Confume  in  (lumbers  ,  or  his  armes  rttft 
in  eafe,  ,  1  .  £ 

That  heares  the  charge ,  and  fees  the  ho¬ 
nor’d  purchafe 

Ready  to  gild  his  valour?  Mine  is  more 
A  power  above  thefe  paflions  ;  this  day 
France ,  \ 

France  that  in  want  of  i due  withers  with  us  V 
And  like  an  aged  river  runnes  his  head 
Into  forgotten  wayes,  againe  L  ranfome. 

And  his  faire  courfe  turne  right:  this  day 
Thierry , 

The  fonne  of  France,  whofe  manly  powers 
like  prifoners  1 

Have  bin  tied  up,  and  fetter’d, by  one  death 
Give  life  to  thoufand  ages  ,  this  day  beauty 
The  envy  of  the  world,  pleafure  the  glory , 
Content  above  the  world,  defire  beyond  it 
Are  made  mine  owne  and  ufefull- 
Mart.  Happy  woman 
That  dies  to  doe  thefe  things . 

Thier.  But  ten  times  happier 
That  lives  to  doe  the  greater;  O  Martel/, 
The  Gods  have  heard  mee  now  ,  and  thofe 
thatfeorn’d  me 

Mothers  of  many  children,  and  bleft  fathers 
That  fee  their  iflfues  like  the  ftarres  un¬ 
number’d, 

Their  comfort  more  then  them,  fhall  in 
my  praifes 

Now  teach  their  infants  fongs;  and  tell  their 
ages 

From  fuch  a  fonne  of  mine,  or  fuch  a  Queen, 
That  chaft  Ordella  brings  mee  blefied  mar- 
riage 

The  chaine  that  linkes  two  holy  love*  to¬ 
gether 

And  in  thee  marriage  ,  more  then  bleft 
Ordella, 

That  comes  fo  neerethe  facrament  it  felfe, 
The  Priefts  doubt  whether  purer. 

Mart.  Sir,  y ’are  loft.  ' 

Thier-  I  prethee  let  me  be  fo. 

Mart-  The  day  weares, 

And  thofe  that  have  becne  offering  early 
prayers, 

Are  now  retiring  homeward. 

Thier 
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Thier.  Stand  andmarke  then. 

Mart .  Is  it  the  firft  muft  fufter. 

Thier.  The  firft  woman. 

Mart*  What  hand  lhall  doe  it  Sir  ? 

Thier .  This  hand  MarteUy 
For  who  Ieffe  dare  prefume  to  give  the  gods 
An  incenfe  of  this  offering  ? 

Mart.  Would  I  were  fhe. 

For  fuch  away  to  die*  and  fuch  a  bleffmg 
Can  never  crowne  my  parting. 

Enter  2  men  pacing  over . 

Thier.  What  are  thofe  ? 

Mart •  Men,  men,  Sir,  men* 

Thier •  The  plagues  of  men  light  on  vm. 
They  croffe  my  hopes  like  hares ,  who’s 
that  ? 

Enter  a  Priefl. 

Mart -  A  Priefl:  Sir. 

Thierry .  Would  he  were  gelt. 

Mart .  May  not  thefe  rafcalls  ferve  Sir, 
Well  bang’d  and  quarter’d  l 
Thierry .  No. 

Mart .  Here  comes  a  woman. 

jEnter  Ordella-)  vail'd • 

Thier •  Stand  and  behold  her  then* 

Mart.  I  thinke  a  faire  one. 

Thier .  Move  not  whilft  I  prepare  her: may 
her  peace 

'  Like  his  whofe  innocence  the  gods  are 
pleas’d  with, 

And  offering  at  their  altars,  gives  his  foule 
Far  purer  then  thofe  fires  $  pull  heaven  up' 
on  her. 

You  holy  powers,  no  humane  fpot  dwell  in 
her. 

No  love  cfany  thing  but  you  and  goodneffe. 
Tie  her  to  earth,  feare  be  a  ftranger  to  her, 
And  all  weake  bloods  affe<ftions,  but  thy 
hope 

Let  her  bequeath  to  women:  heare  me 
heaven, 

Give  her  a  fpirit  mafculine,and  noble. 

Fit  for  your  Lives  to  aske,  and  mee  to  offer. 
O  let  her  meete  my  blow,  doate  on  her 
death  > 

And  as  a  wanton  vine  bowes  to  the  pruner, 
That  by  his  cutting  off  more  may  encreafe, 
So  let  her  fall  to  raife  me  fruit  j  hale  wo¬ 
man. 

The  happieft,  and  the  befl:  f'if  thy  dull  will 
Do  not  abufethy  fortune  )  France  ere  found 
yet. 


Ordella.  She  is  more  then  dull  Sir,  1 
and  worfe  then  woman, 

That  may  inherit  fuch  an  infinite 
As  you  propound, a  greatneffe  fo  neare  good  ‘ 
neflej 

And  brings  a  will  to  robher. 

Thier .  Tell  me  this  then, 

Was  there  ere  woman  yet, or  may  be  found 
That  for  faire  fame,  unfpotted  memory. 

For  vertues  fake,  and  onely  for  it  felfe  fak< 
Has,  or  dare  make  a  ftory  ? 

Ordella •  Many  dead  Sir, 

Living  I  thinke  as  many. 

Thier.  Say,  the  kingdome 
May  from  a  womans  will  receive  a  bleffing* 
The  king  and  kingdome?  not  a  private  fate 
<7- 


A  generall  bleffing  Lady. 

Ordella •  A  generall  curfe 
Light  on  her  heart  denyes  it. 

Thier.  Full  of  honor  } 

And  fuch  examples  as  the  former  ages 
Were  but  dim  fhadowes  of,  and  empty  fi 
gures* 

Ordella .  You  ftrangely  ftir  me  Sir,  anc 
were  my  weakeneffe 
In  any  other  flelh  but  modeft  womans. 

You  Ihould  not  aske  more  queftions  may  j 
-  doit ? 

Thier .  You  may,  and  which  is  more,  yoi  , 
muft.  I 

Ordella-  I  joy  in’t, 

A  bove  a  moderate  gladneffe,  Sir?  you  pro  . 
mife 

Itfhail  be  honeft. 

Thier -  As  ever  time  difcover’d. 

Ordella.  Let  it  be  what  it  may  then,  wfe 
it  dare , 

I  have  a  minde  will  hazard  it. 

Thier.  But  hark,  yee. 

What  may  that  woman  merit,  makes  thi; 
bleffing ! 

Ordella-  Onelv  her  duty  Sir 
Thier.  "'Tis  terrible. 

Ordella-  ’Tis  fomuch  the  more  noble. 

Thier.  Tis  full  of  fearefull  fhaddowes. 

Ordella ■  So  is  fleepe  Si  r, 

GV  any  thing  that's  meerely  ours  and  mor¬ 
tal!. 

We  were  begotten  gods  elfe  i  but  thofe 
feares 
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Filing  but  once  the  hers  of  nobler 
thoughts, 

?!y  like  the  fhapes  of  clouds  we  forme  to 
nothing  ; 

Thier .  Suppofe  it  death. 

Or  delta- 1  do. 

Thier.  And  endleffe  parting 
With  all  we  can  call  ours,  with  all  our  fweet* 
neffe, 

With  youth, ftrength,pleafure, people, time, 

nay  reafon : 

For  in  the  filent  grave,  no  converfation, 
sjo  joy  full  tread  of  friends,  no  voyce  of  lo- 
[  vers. 

Mo  carefull  fathers  councell,  nothing’s  hard, 
Nor  nothing  is,  but  all  oblivion, 

Duft  and  an  endleffe  darkneffe^nd  dare  you 
|  woman 
Defire  this  place? 

Or  della-  3Tis  of  all  fleepes  the  fweeteft. 
Children  begin  it  to  us,  ftrong  men  feeke  it, 
And  kings  from  heigth  of  all  their  painted 
glories  - 

Fall  likefpent  exhalations,  to  this  center; 
And  thofe  are  fooles  that  feareit,  or  ima- 
gine 

A  few  unhandfome  pleafures ,  or  lifes  profits 
Can  recompence  this  place  ;  and  mad  that 
ftaies  it. 

Till  age  blow  out  their  lights,  or  rotten  hu* 
mors. 

Bring  them  defpers  d  to  the  earth. 

; Thier -  Then  you  can  fuffer. 

Ordella-  As  willingly  as  fay  it. 

Thier-  Mart  ell,  z  wonder, 

Here  is  a  woman  that  dares  die,  yet  tel  me^ 
Are  you  a  wife  ? 

Ordella-  lam  Sir- 
Thier.  And  have  children. 

She  fighes  and  weepes. 

Or della-  O  none  Sir. 

Thier -  Dare  you  venter 
Fora  poore  barren  praife  you  ne’re fhall 
heare, 

To  part  with  thefe  fweet  hopes. 

Ordella -  With  all  but  Heaven  y 
And  yet  die  full  of  childrenjhe  that  reads  me 
When  I  am  afhes,  is  my  fon  in  wifhes. 

And  thofe  chafte  dames  that  keepe  my 
memory. 

Singing  my  yearely  requiems  >  are  my 
.  daughters.  _ ^  _ 


Thier  .  Then  there  is  nothing  wanting  but 
my  knowledge. 

And  what  I  muft  doe  Lady. 

Ordella -  You  are  the  King  Sir, 

AncT  what  you  doe  i’le  fuffer  ,  and  that 
bleffing 

That  you  defire  the  Gods  fhowre  on  the 
Kingdome. 

Thier •  Thus  much  before  1  ftrike  then , 
for  I  muft  kill  you. 

The  Gods  have  will’d  it  fo ,  they’r  made 
the  bleffing 

Muft  make  France  young  againc  >  and  mee 
a  man, 

Keepe  up  your  ftrength  ftill  nobly. 

Ordella -  Feare  me  not. 

Thier -  And  meet  death  like  a  meafure. 
Ordella -  Iamftedfaft. 

Thier.  Thou  fhalt  bee  fainted  woman  , 
and  thy  tombe 

Cut  out  in  Criftall,  pure  and  good  as  thou 
art; 

And  on  it  fhall  be  graven  every  age, 
Succeeding  Peeres  of  France  that  rife  by 
thy  fall, 

Tell  thou  lieft  there  like  old  and  fruitfull 
nature. 

Dareft  thou  behold  thy  happineffe  ? 

Ordella -  l  dare  Sir. 

Thier .  Ha  l  Fulls  off  her  vaile , 

letts  fall  his  fword- 
Mar .  O  Sir, you  muft  not  doe  it. 

Thier-  No,  I  dare  not. 

There  is  an  Angell  keepes  that  paradice, 

A  fiery  Angell  friends  O  vertue,  vertue. 

Ever  and  endleffe  vertue. 

Ordella -  Strike  Sir,  ftrike; 

And  if  in  my  poore  death  faire  France  may 
merit. 

Give  me  a  thoufand  blowes,be  killing  mee 
A  thoufand  dayes. 

Thier.  Firft  let  the  earrh  be  barren. 

And  man  no  more  remembred  ,  rife  Of 
dellat 

Theneereft  to  thy  maker,  and  the  pureft 

That  ever  dull  flefh  fhewedus, . O  my 

heart-  firings.  Exit- 

Mart-  I  fee  you  full  of  wonder,  therefore 
nobleft, 

And  trueft  amongft  women  ,  I  will  tell 


you 
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The  end  of  this  ft  range  accident* 

Ordella •  Amazement 

Has  fo  much  wove  upon  my  heart  >  that 
truly 

I  feele  my  felfe  unfit  to  heare,  O  Sir, 

My  Lord  has  flighted  me. 

Mart.  O  no  Tweet  Lady. 

Ordella •  ILob’d  me  of  fuch  a  glory  by 
his  pitie 

And  moft  improvident  refpeft. 

Mart.  DeareLady, 

It  was  not  meant  to  you. 

Ordella •  Elfe  where  the  day  is,,  ,J 

And  homes  diftinguifh  time ,  time  runnes 
to  ages, 

And  ages  end  the  world,  I  had  been  fpoken- 
Devi,  ric  tell  you  what  it  was,  if  but  your 
patience  . 

Will  give  me  hearing. 

Ordella .  If  I  have  tranfgreft, 

Forgive  me  Sir- 

Mart .  Your  noble  Lord  was  ceunfeH’ch, 
Grieving  the  barrenneffe  betweene  you 
both, 

And  all  the  Kingdome  with  him,  to  fecke 
out 

A  man  that  knew  the  fecrets  of  the  Gods, 

Hee  went ,  found  fuch  a  one ,  and  had  this 
anfwer, 

That  if  hee  woo’d  have  iflue  >  on  this  mor¬ 
ning, 

For  this  houre  was  prefixt  him,  hee  fhould 
kill 

The  *firft  hee  met  being  female  ,  from  the 
temple; 

And  then  hee  fhould  have  children,  the 
miftake 

Is  now  too  perfect  Lady. 

Ordella.  Still  ’tis  I  Sir, 

For  may  this  worke  bee  done  by  common 
women, 

Durft  any  but  my  felfe  that  knew  the  blef- 
fing, 

And  felt  the  benefit,  aflume  this  thing 
In  any  other,  t’ad  bin  loft,  and  nothing, 

A  curfe  and  not  a  blefting  j  I  was  figur’d  ; 
And  fhalj  a  litle  fondneffe  barre  mv  pur- 
chafe  ? 

Mart.  Where  fhould  he  then  fteke  chil¬ 
dren  l 

Ordella .  Where  they  are 


In  wombes  ordain’d  for  i flues,  in  thofe 
ties 

That  blefle  a  marriage  bed,  and  makes  it  j 
proceed 

With  kilfes  that  conceive,  and  fruit  full  plea- 
fur  es  ; 

! Mine  like  a  grave, buries  thofe  Ioyall  hopes, 
And  to  a  grave  it  covets . 

Mart.  You  are  too  good, 

Too  excellent,  too  honefiy  robbe  not  us 
And  thofe  that  fhall  hereafter  feek  example , 
Of  fuch  ineftimable  worthies  in  woman. 

Your  Lord  of  fuch  obedience,  all  of  honor 
In  covering  a  cruelty  is  not  yours, 

A  will  Chore  of  your  wifedome  ;  make  not 
error 

A  rombe  ftone  of  your  vertues,  whofe  faire 
life 

Deferves  a  conftellation  :  your  Lord  dare 
not, 

He  cannot,  ought  not,  muft  not  run  this 
hazard, 

He  makes  afeperation  nature  fhakes  at. 

The  Gods  deny,  and  everiafting  juftiee 
Shrinkes  backe  ,  andfheathes  her  fword  at. 

Ordella ,  All’s  but  talke  Sir, 

I  find  to  what  I  am  referv’d  ,  and  need- 
full. 

And  though  my  Lords  companion  makes 
me  poore. 

And  leaves  me  in  my  beft  ufe,yet  a  ftrength  I 
Above  mine  owne,  or  his  dull  fondneffe 
finds  me, 

The  Gods  have  given  it  to  mee. 

Dr  awes  a  knife* 

Mart.  Self?  deftru&on, 

Now  ah  good  Angel's  blefle  thee ,  O  fweet 
Lady, 

You  are  abus’d  ,  this-  is  a  way  to  fhame 
you,  a 

And  with  you  all  that  knowes  you,  all  that 
loves  you, 

To  mine  all  you  build  ,  would  you  bee 
famous, 

L  that  your  end  ? 

Ordella .  I  would  be  what  l  fhould  be. 


Mart.  Live  and  confirme  the  Gods  then, 

1  ?ve  and  be  lozden 

Wrrh  l0re  than  olive  beare,  of  fruitful! 
■Autumn; 

This  way  you  kill  ybur'meritjkill  your  cause, 

F>  2  And 


plnd  him  you  would  raife  life  ro  ,  where  > 
f  or  how 

„Goc  you  thefe  bloudy  thoughts?  whatDe- 
'  vill  durft 

Looke  on  that  Angell  face, and  tempt?  doe 
you  know 

What  ’tis  to  dye  thus,  how  you  ftrike  the 
ftarres, 

'And  a  11  good  things  above?  doe  you  feele 
What  followes  a  felfe  blood,  whether  you 
'  venter. 

And  to  what  punilhment?  excellent  Lady, 
fBe  not  thus  cozen’d,  doe  not  foole  your  (elf, 
Tfhe  Prieft  was  never  his  owne  iacrifke, 

But  he  that  thought  his  hell  here. 

Or  della .  I  am  counfell’d, 

Mart .  And  I  am  glad  on’t  f  lye  I  know 
you  dare  not. 
j  Ordelld .  I  never  have  done  yet. 

*  Mart.  Pray  take  my  comforr. 

Was  this  a  foule  to  lofe  ?  two  more  ,fuch 

*  women 

‘  Would  fave  their  fexe  j  fee,  fhee  repents 
and  pray es, 

>0  heare  heryheare  her,  if  there  bee  a  faith 
r  Able  to  reach  your  mercies,  (he  hath  fent  it. 
Ordella.  Now  good  Mart  ell  confirmeme. 
Mart.  I  will  Lady, 

'And  every  houre  advife  you, for  I  doubt 
.  Whether  this  plot  bee  heavens,  or  hells  } 
your  mother 

I.  And  I  will  find  it,  if  it  be  in  mankind 
To  fearch  the  center  of  it:  in' the  meane 
time  .j  ' 

Tie  give  you  out  for  dead ,  and  by  your 
I,  felfe, 

I  And  fhew  the  inftrument,  fo  fhall  I  find 
A  joy  that  will  betray  her. 

Ordella.  Doe  what’s  fitteft; 

And  I  will  follow  you. 

Mart*  Then  ever  live 
Both  able  to  ingroffe  all  love,  and  give. 

Exeunt. 

i  j  Enter  Brunhalti  Protaldye . 

Brun.  I  am  in  labour 

To  be  delivered  of  that  burthenous  pro- 
je& 

I  have  fo  long  gone  with  }  ha, here’s  the 
mid-wife, 

Or  life,  or  death. 

Enter  Lecure. 


Lecure •  If  in  the  fuppofition 
Of  her  death  m  whofe  life  you  die ,  you 
aske  me, 

I  thinke  you  are  fafe. 

Brun •  is  fhe  dead  ? 

Lecure.  I  have  us’d 

Ail  meanes  to  make  her  fo  ,  I  faw  him 

waiting 

At  the  temple  doore  ,  and  us’d  fuch  art 

within. 

That  oniy  fhe  of  all  her  fexe,was  fir  ft 
Given  up  ui  to  his  fury. 

B run,  Which  if  love 
Or  feare  made  him  forbeare  to  execute 
The  vengeance  he  determin’d,  his  fond  pity 
Shall  draw  it  on  himfelfe,  for  were  there  left 
Not  any  man  but  hee  to  ferve  my  pleafures, 
Or  from  mee  to  receive  commands ,  which 
are 

The  joyes  for  which  I  love  life,  he  fhould  be 
Remov’d,  and  I  alone  left  to  bee  Queene 
O  re  any  part  of  goodneife  that’s  left  in  me. 
Lecure.  If  you  are  fo  refolv’d,  I  have 
provided 

A  meanes  to  (hip  him  hence  :  looke  upon 
j  this, 

But  touch  it  fparingly ,  for  this  once  us’d. 
Say  but  to  dry  a  teare  ,  will  keepe  the 
eye  1yd 

From  clofing  ,  untill  death  performe  that 
office. 

Brun.  Giv’t  mee ,  I  may  have  ufc  of  it, 
and  on  you 

Lie  make  the  firft  experiment:  if  one  figh 
Or  heavy  looke  beget  the  leaft  fufpition, 
Childifh  companion  can  thaw  the  ice 
Of  your  fo  long  congeal’d  and  flinty  hard- 
nefie. 

Slight,  goe  on  conftant,  or  I  Shall. 

Prot.  Beft  Lady, 

Wee  have  no  faculties  which  are  not  yours. 
Lecure •  Nor  will  bee  any  thing  with¬ 
out  you. 

Bruny  Be  fo,and  we  will  ftand  or  fall  toge¬ 
ther,  for 

Since  wee  have  gone  fo  farre  »  that  death 
rouft  ftay 

The  journey  which  wc  wifti  fhould  never 
end, 

And  innocent,  or  guilty  we  muft  die, 

When  we  doe  fo, let’s  know  the  reafon  why. 

Enter 


Enter  Thierry,  and  Courtiers. 

Lecure'  The  King. 

Tbier .  We’Ie  be  alone. 

Prof.  I  would  I  had 
A  convoy  too,  to  bring  me  fofe  off, 

For  rage  although  it  bee  allaid  with  for* 
row,  ' 

Appeares  fo  dreadfull  in  him,  that  I  fhake 
To  looke  upon  it. 

Brun .  Coward,  I  will  meet  it. 

And  know  from  whence  t’as  birth  :  forme, 
kingly  Thierry . 

Thier.  Is  cheating  growne  fo  common  a- 
mong  men, 

And  thrives  fo  well  here ,  that  the  Gods 
endeavour 
To  praftife  it  above? 

Brm.  Your  mother. 

Thier.  Ha/  or  are  they  onely  carefull  to 
revenge, 

Not  to  reward?  or  when  for  your  offences 
We  fiudy  fatisfaftion,  muft  the  cure 
Be  worfe  tken  the  difeafe  ? 

Brun •  Will  you  not  heare  me  ? 

Thier •  To  lofe  the  ability  to  performe 
thofe  duties  ' 

For  which  I  entertain’d  the  nameofhuf* 
bandr 

Ask’d  more  then  common  for  row  ;  but 
t*impofe 

For  the  redrelfe  of  that  defeft,  a  torture 
In  marking  her  to  death,  for  whom  alone 
I  felt  that  weakneffe  as  a  want,  requires 
More  then  the  making  the  head  bald  ?  or 
falling 

Thus  flat  upon  the  earth  ,  or  curling  that 
way, 

Or  praying  this,  oh  fuch  a  fceaneof  griefe. 
And  fo  fet  downe ,  ( the  world  the  ftage  to 
aft  on  ) 

May  ch  allenge  a  Tragedian  better  praftis’d 
Then  I  am  to  exprefe  it;  for  my  caufe 
Of  paflion  is  fo  ftrong  ,  and  my  perfor¬ 
mance  -< 

So  weake  ,  that  though  the  part  bee  good, 

I  feare 

Th’ill  aftingcf  it,  will  defraud  it  of 
The  poore  reward  it  may  deferve  ,  mens 

pity- 


Brun.  I  have  given  you  way  thus  long,  a 
'  King,  and  what 

Is  more,  my  fonne,  and  yet  a  Have  to  that 
Which  onely  triumphs  over  cowards  for- 
row 

For  Ihame  looke  up. 

Thier .  Tft  you,  looke  downe  on  me; 

And  if  that  you  are  capable  to  receive  ir. 
Let  that  returne  to  you,  that  have  brought 
1  forth  '  * 

One  mark’d  out  only  Tor  it  :  what  are  thefc* 
Come  they  upon  your  priviledge,  to  rrcad 
on 

The  tombe  of  my  affliftions  ? 

Prot.  No  not  wee  Sir. 

Thier.  How  dare  you  then  omit  the  ce* 
remony 

Due  to  the  funeral!  of  all  my  hopes, 

Or  come  unto  the  marriage  of  my  forrowes, 
But  in  fuch  colours  as  ’  may  fort  with  them. 
Prot .  Alas;  we  will  weare  any  thing, 

Brm •  This  is  madnelfe. 

Take  but  my  counfeil. 

Thier.  Yours?  Dare  you  againe 
Though  arm’d  with  the  authority  of  a  mo¬ 
ther, 

Attempt  the  danger  that  will  fall  on  you 
If  fuch  another  Tillable  awake  it  ? 

Goe,  and  with  yours  befafe,  I  have  lech 
caufe 

Of  griefe ,  nay  more ,  to  love  it ,  that  I 
will  not 

Have  fuch  as  thefe  be  fharers  in  it. 

Lecure.  Madam. 

Prot .  Another  time  were. better. 

Brun .  Doe  not  fti  rre, 

For  I  muft  bee  refolv’d  and  will,  be  ft  a- 
tues. 

Enter  Martel l 

Thier.  I,  thou  art  welcome ,  and  upon 
my  foule 

Thou  art  an  honeft  man; doe  you  fee, he 
has  tea  res 

To  lend  to  him  whom  prodigall  expence 
Of  forrow  has  made  bankerout  of  fuch* 
treafure, 

Nay  thou  doeft  well. 

Mart •  I  would  it  might  exenfe, 

D  3  The 


The  ill  I  bring  along- 

Thier .  Thou  makcft  me  fmile 
In  the  height  of  my  calamities?  as  if 
There  could  be  the  addition  of  an  Atomc 
To  the  gyanc  body  of  my  miferies* 

But  try ,  for  I  will  heare  thee?  all  hcdowne, 
’tis  death 

To  any  that  (hall  dare  to  interrupt  him 
In  looke,  gefture  or  word. 

Mart.  And  fuch  attention 
As  is  due  to  the  laft, and  the  beft  ftory 
That  ever  was  deliver’d  ,  will  become 
you, 

The  griev’d  Or  della)  (  for  all  other  titles 
But  take  away  from  that  )  having  from  me 
Prompted  by  your  laft  parting  groane,  en¬ 
quir’d, 

What  drew  it  from  you, and  the  caufe  foone 
learn’d ; 

For  fhee  whom  barbarifme  could  deny  no¬ 
thing, 

\Vith  fuch  prevailing  earneftneffe  delir’d  it* 
yTwas  not  in  mee  though  it  had  beOne  my 
death. 

To  hide  it  from  her*  fhe  I  fay,  in  whom 
All  was ,  that  Athens ,  Rome  ,  or  warlike 
Sparta * 

Have  regift  red  for  good  in  their  beft  wo¬ 
men  :  ' 

But  nothing  of  their  ill ,  knowing  her  felfe 
Mark’d  out,  ( l  know  not  by  what  power , 
but  fure  . 

A  cruel!  one  )  to  dye  ,  to  give  you  chil¬ 
dren* 

Having  firft  with  a  fetled  countenance 
Look’d  up  to  heaven,  and  then  upon  her 
felfe, 

(It  being  the  next  beft  object  j  and  then 
fmil'd, 

As  if  her  joy  in  death  to  doe  you' fer vice, 
^Would  break  forth  in  defpight  of  the  much 
forrow 

Shee  fhew’d  fhe  had  to  leave  you  :  and  then 
taldng 

Mee  by  the  hand,  this  hand  which  I  muft 
ever 

Love  better  then  I  have  done,  fince  fhee 
touch’d  it, 

Gee,  faid  fhe,  to  my  Lord,  ( and  to  goe 

to  hi. Ci  r 

Is  fuch  a  luppineffe  I  muft  not  hope  for,; 


And  tell  him  that  hee  too  much  priz’d  a 

tritie 

Made  only  worthy  in  his  love,  and  her 
Tha  nkfoll  acceptance,  for  her  fake  to  robbe 
The  Orphan  Kingdome  of  fuch  guardians*as 
Muft  of  neceflicie  defeend  from-him , 

And  therefore  in  fome  pare  of  recompenre 
Of  his  much  love,  and  to  fhew  to  the  world 
That  ’twas  not  her  fault  only,  but  her  face. 
That  did  deny  to  let  her  be  the  mother 
Of  fuch  moft  certaine  bleflings  :  yet  for 
proofe, 

She  did  not  envy  her,  that  happy  her. 

That  is  appointed  to  them,  her  quick  end- 
Should  make  way  for  her  j  "which  no  foo- 
ner  fpoke, 

Butin  a  moment  this  too  ready  engine 
Made  fuch  a  battery  in  the  choifeftcaftle 
That  ever  nature  made  to  defend  life. 

That  ftrait  it  fhooke,and  funke. 
j  Thier.  Srav,  dares  any 
[  Prefume  to  fhed  a  teare  before  me.^  or 
Afcribe  that  worth  unto  themfelves  to  meric 
To  doe  fo  for  her?  I  have  done,  now  on. 
Mart .  Falne  thus,  once  more  fhe  fmifd, 
as  if  that  death 

For  her  had  ftudied  a  new  way  to  fever 
The  foule  and  body,  without  fence  of  paine; 
And  then  fell  him  quoth  fhee  what  you 
have  feene, 

And  with  what  willingnefie  ’twas  done :  for 
which 

My  laft  requeft  unto  him  is,  thsthe 
Would  inftantly  makechoyce  of  one  (moft 
happy 

In  being  fochofen  )  to  fupply  my  place. 

By  whom  if  heaven  bleffe  him  with  a 
daughter,  ~ 

In  my  remembrance  let  it  beare  my  name 
Which  faid  fhe  dt’d. 

Thier.  I  heare  this,  and  yet  live; 

Heart  art  thou  thunder  proofe,  wil  nothing 
breake  thee  ? 

Shee’s  dead Y  and  what  her  entertainment 
may  be 

In  th  other  world  without  me  is  uncertaine. 
And  dare  I  ftay  here  unrefolv’d  ? 

;  Mart .  Oh  Sir! 

Brm •  Deare  forme. 

Frol.  Great  King. 

Thier.  Unhand  me,  am  I  falne 


So 


So  low,  that  I  have  loft  the  power  to  be 
Difpofer  of  my  owne  life  ? 

Mart-  Be  but  pleas’d 
To  borrow  fo  much  time  of  for  row,  as 
To  call  to  mind  her  laft  requeft ,  for  whom 
(  I  muft  confeffe  a  lofte  beyond  exprdfion  ) 
You  turne  your  hand  upon  your  fclfe,  ’twas 
hers 

And  dying  hers,  that  you  fhould  live  and 
happy 

In  feeing  little  models  of  your  fclfe, 

By  matching  with  another,  and  will  you 
Leave  any  thing  that  fhee  dcfir’d  ungranted? 
And  fuffer  fuch  a  life  that  was  laid  downe 
For  your  fake  only  to  be  fruitleffe  * 

Thier.  Oh  thou  doft  throw  charmes  up¬ 
on  me,  againft  which 

I  cannot  ftop  my  eares,  beare  witneffe  hea¬ 
ven 

That  not  defire  of  life,  nor  love  of  pleafure 
Nor  any  future  comforts,  but  to  give 
Peace  to  her  bleffed  fpirit  in  fatisfying 
Her  laft  demand  ,  makes  mee  deferre  our 
meeting, 

Which  in  my  choife,  and  fuddaine  choife 
(hall  bee 
To  all  apparant, 

Brun.  How  /  doe  I  remove  one  mifchiefe 
To  draw  upon  my  head  a  greater  ? 

Thier -  Goe,thou  only  good  man,to  whom 
for  her  felfc 

Goodnefte  is  deare,and  prepare  to  interreit 
In  her  that  was}  O  my  heart/  my  OrdelUy 
A  monument  worthy  to  be  the  casket 
Of  fuch  a  jewell. 

Mart .  Your  command  that  makes  way 
Vnto  my  abfence  is  a  welcome  one. 

For  but  your  felfe  there’s  nothing  heere 
Martell 

Can  take  delight  to  looke  on  ;  yet  fome 
comfort 

Goes  back  with  me,  to  her,  who  though  fhe 
want  it 

Defer ves  all  bleffmgs.  Exit. 

B run.  So  fooneto  forget 
The  Ioffe  of  fuch  a  wife,  beleeve  it  will 
Be  cenfur’d  in  the  world. 

Thier .  Pray  you  no  more. 

There  is  no  argument  you  can  ufe  to 
croffe  it. 

But  does  increafe  in  me  fuch  a  fulpition 


I  would  not  cherifh,--who*s  that? 

Enter  Memberge • 

Memb.  One,  no  guard 
Can  put  back  from  acceffe  ,  whofe  tongue 
no  threats 

Nor  praifes  can  filence,  a  bold  fuitor  and 
For  that  which  if  vou  are  your  fclfe  ,  a 
King, 

You  were  made  fo  to  grant  it  ,  Juftice> 
Juftice. 

Thier.  With  what  affurance  dare  you 
hope  for  that 

Which  is  deni’dtome?or  how  can  I 
Stand  bound  to  be  juft,  unto  fuch  as  are 
Beneath  mee ,  that  find  none  from  thofe 
that  are 

Above  me.  , 

Memb.  There  is  juftice,  ’twere  unfit 
That  any  thing  but  vengeance  fhould  fall 
on  him,  ( ther. 

That  by  his  giving  way  to  more  then  mur- 
(For  my  deape  fathers  death  was  parricide} 
Makes  it  his  owne. 

Brun.  I  charge  you  heare  her  not. 

Memb.  Hell  cannot  ftop  juft  prayers  from 
entring  heaven, 

1  muft  and  will  be  heard  Sir}  but  remember 
That  he  that  by  her  plot  fell  ,  was  your 
brother. 

And  the  place  where,  your  Palace,  againft 
all 

T  hdnviolable  rites  of  Bofpirality, 

Your  word,  a  Kings  word,  given  up  for  his 
fafety, 

His  innocence, his  protection,  and  the  Gods 
Bound  to  revenge  the  impious  breach  of 
fuch 

So  great  and  facred  bonds  j  and  can  you 
wonder, 

(That  in  not  punching  fuch  a  horrid  mur- 
ther 

You  did  it )  that  heavens  favour  is  gone 
from  you  <? 

Which  never  will  returne  untill  his  bloud 
Be  wafh’d  away  in  hers. 

Brun .  Drag  hence  the  wretch. 

Thier.  Forbeare;  with  what  variety 
Of  torments  doe  I  meete  ?  Oh  thou  haft 
open’d 


A 


A  booke  in  which  wric  downe  in  bloudy 

letters. 

My  confcience  finds  that  I  am  worthy  of 
More  then  I  undergoe,  but  i’le  begin 
For  mv ('-deltas fake,  and  for  thine  owne 
Totn?Ke  lefie  heavens  great  anger  :  thou 
halt  left  v  ’ 

A  father,  I  to  thee  am  fo;  the  hope 
Of  a  good  husband,  in  mee  have  one;  nor 
Be  fearfull  I  am  ft  ill  no  man,  already 
That  weaknelfe  is  gone  from  me- 
Brun -  That  it  might  aftde 

Have  ever  grovvne  infeparably  upon  thee. 
What  will  you  doe?  Is  fuch  a  thing  as  this 
Worthy  the  lov’d  Ordella  s  place  ,  the 
daughter 

Of  apoore  Gardiner? 

Me  mb.  Your  fonne. 

•  Thier.  The  power 
To  take  away  that  lownefie  is  in  me* 

Brun-  Stay  y  et,  for  rather  then  thou  (halt 
a  dde 

Inceft  unto  thy  other,  finnes,  I  wil  1 
With  hazard  of  my  owne  life  utter  all 
Theodoret  was  thy  brother. 

Thier.  Yon  deni’d  it,  •' 

Vpon  your  oath,  nor  will  I  now  believe  you, 
Your  Protean  turnings  cannot  change  my 
purpofe* 

Memb-  And  for  me, be  affur’d  the  meanes 
to  be 

Revenge  on  thee  vile  hag  ,  admits  no 
thought. 

But  what  tends  to  it. 

Brun-  Is  it  come  to  that  / 

Then  have  at  the  laft  refuge  ;  art  thou 
growne 

Inlenfible  in  ill,  that  thou  goeft  on 
Without  the  leaft  compun&ion  ?  there , 
take  that 

To  witneffe  that  thou  hadft  a  mother , 
which  1 

Forefaw  thy  caufe  of  griefe,  and  fad  re* 
pentance, 

That  fofoone  after  bleft  Ordella  s  death 
Without  a  teare  thou  canft  imbrace  a 
nother, 

Forgetfull  man.  ^ 

TUer-  Mine  eyes  when  ftie  is  nam’d 
Connot  forget  -theft  tribire,  and  your  gift 
Is  not  unufefull  now 


Lecure .  He’s  paft  all  cure,  that  onely 
touch  is  death. 

Thier .  This  night  i’ie  keep  it. 

To  morrow  1  will  fend  it  you, and  full  of  my 
!  affliction-  Exit  Thierry. 

Brun .  Is  the  poyfon  mortal  1? 

Lecure -  Above  the  helpe  of  phyfick. 

Brun •  Tomywifh, 

Now  for  our  owne  fcCurity,you  Protaldye 
Shall  this  night  poll:  towards  Aujlracia , 

With  letters  to  Theodorets  baftard  fonne, 

In  which  wee  will  make  knowne  what  for 
his  riling 

We  have  done  to  Thierry  :  no  denial!. 

Nor  no  excufe  in  fnch  afts  muft  bee  though 
of. 

Which  all  diflike,  and  all  againe  commend 
When  they  are  brought  unto  a  happy  end 

Exeunt*  | 

A&.  5*  Scce-l* 

*  Enter  Devitry,  and  \Souldiers. 

Devi  try!  No  war,  no  money,  no  Matter  5 
banifh’tthe  Court,  not  trutted  in  the  City  > 
whipt  out  of  the  countrey,  in  what  a  triangle 
runnes  our  mifery  •*  let  mee  heare  which  of  • 
you  has  the  beft  voice  to  beg  in,  for  other 
hopes  or  fortunes  I  fee  you  have  mot)  be  not 
nice,  nature  provided  you  with  tones  for  ; 
the  purpofe,  the  peoples  charity  was  your 
heritage,  and  I  would  fee  which  of  you  de-  1 
ferves  his  birth-right. 

Omnes -  Wee  underhand  you  not  Cap-  | 
taine. 

Devzt-  You  fee  this  cardicue,  the  laft  and 
the  only  quintefience  of  50  crownes,  diftill’d 
in  the  lembicke  of  your  gardage,  of  which 
happy  piece  thou  (halt  be  treafurer :  now  he 
that  can  fooneft  perfwade  him  to  part  with’t, 

:  enjoyes  it,pofiTeftes  it,  and  with  it*  mee  and  1 
my  future  countenance- 

1.  If  they  want  ait  to  perfwade  it,  He  1 
■  keepe  it  my  felfe- 

Devit-  So  you  be  not  a  partiall  judge  in 
your  owne  caufe,  you  fhalh 
Omnes -  A  match. 

2.  Tie  begin  to  you,  brave  Sir  j  be  proud 
to  make  him  hap;  y  by  your  liberality ,whofe 
tongue  vouch  fafps  now  to  petition,  was  ne-  j 
ver  heard  be  o  e  lelfe  then  to  command-  I  | 


am  a  fouldier  by  profeffion,  a  gentleman  by 

birth,  and  an  officer  by  place,  whofe  povet- 
ty  bluffies  to  be  the  caufe  that  To  high  a  ver- 
tue  fhould  dtfcend  to  the  pitie  of  your  cha- 
ritie.  '  t 

i.  In  any  cafe  keep  your  high  ftile ,  it  is 
not  charity  to  fhame  any  man,  much  icfiea 
vertue  of  your  eminence,  wherefore  pre- 
ferve  your  worth  ,  and  i’le  preferve  my 
money. 

3.  You  perfwade?  you  are  fhallow ,  give 
way  to  merit :  ah  by  the  bread  of  good  man, 
thou  haft  a  bonny  countenance  and  a  blith  , 
promifing  mickle  good  to  a  Ticker  wombe, 
that  has  trod  a  long  and  a  foare  ground  to 
meet  with  friends  that  will  owe  much  to  thy 
reverence,  when  they  fhall  heare  of  thy  cur- 
tefie  to  their  wandring  countreyman. 

i.  You  that  will  ufe  your  friends  fo  hard¬ 
ly  to  bring  them  in  debt  Sir,  willdeferve 
worfe  of  a  ftranger,  w  herefore  pead  on,  pead 
on  I  fay. 

4.  It  is  the  welch  muft  do’t  I  fee,  comrade 
man  ofurfhip,St  Tavy  be  her  patron  ,  the 
Gods  of  the  mountaines  keepe  her  cow  and 
her  cupboard,may  (he  never  want  the  green 
of  the  leeke  and  the  fat  of  the  onion,  if  ffiee 
part  with  her  bounties  to  him  that  is  a  great 
deale  away  from  her  cozines  ,  and  has 
too  big  fuites  in  law  to  recover  her  .he¬ 
ritage. 

1 .  Pardon  me  Sir,  I  will  have  nothing  to 
doe  with  your  fuites,  it  comes  within  the  fta* 
tute  of  maintenance;  home  to  your  cozines, 
and  fow  garlick  and  hemp-feed ,  the  one 
will  flop  your  hunger  ,  the  other  end 
your  fuites,  gammawajb  comrade ,  gamma - 
waft- 

4.  Foot  he'le  hoord  all  for  himfelfe. 

Vitry-  Yes ,  let  him  }  now  comes  my 
turne ,  i’le  fee  if  he  can  anfwer  mee  :  fave 
you  Sir,  they /ay  you  have  that  I  want, 
money. 

1-  And  that  you  are  like  to  want  ,  for 
ought  I  perceive  yet. 

Vitry ■  Stand,  deliver. 


Vitry.  You  have  done  this,  brave  man  be 
proud  to  make  him  kappy,  by  the  bread  pf 
God  man  thou  haft  a  bonny  countenance  > 
comrade  man  of  urfhip,  Sr.  Tavy  be  her  pa¬ 
tron,  out  upon  you*you  uncurrkd  colts, walk¬ 
ing  cans  that  have  no  fouls  in  you, but  a  little 
rofin  to  keepe  your  ribs  fweet ,  and  hold  in 
liquor. 

0  mnes.  Why,  what  would  you  have  us  to 
doe  Captaine  ? 

Devitry.  Beg,  beg,  and  keepe  Conftables 
waking, weare  out  ftocks  and  whipcord,man- 
der  for  buttermilke,  dye  of  the  jaundice, yet 
have  the  cure  about  you, lice,  large  lice,  be¬ 
got  of  your  owne  duft,  and  the  heate  of  the 
brick- kills,  may  you  ftarve,  and  feare  of  the 
gallcwes,  which  is  a  gentle  confumption  to’r, 
only  preferre  it,  or  may  you  fall  upon  your 
feare,  and  be  hanged  for  felling  thofe  purfes 
to  keepe  you  from  famine  whofe  monies  my 
valour  empties,  and  be  caft  without  other  e- 
vidence  ;  here  is  my  fort,  mycaftle  of  de¬ 
fence,  who  comes  by  fhall  pay  me  tolle,  the 
ftrft  purfe  is  your  mittimus  flaves- 

2.  The  purfe,  foot  we’le  fhare  in  the  mo¬ 
ney  Captaine,  if  any  come  within  a  furlong 

of  our  fingers.  ( 

4.  Did  you  doubt  but  wee  could  ffeale 
as  well  as  your  felfe  ,  did  not  I  fpeake 
welch  ? 

3.  We  are  theeves  from  our  cradles ,  and 
will  dye  fo. 

Vitry.  Then  you  will  not  beg  againe. 

Omnes}.  Yes ,  as  you  did ,  hand,  and  de-' 
liver. 

2.  Harke  ,  here  comes  handfell ,  ’tis  a 
trade  quickly  fet  up  ,  and  as  foone  caft 
downe. 

Vitry .  Have  goodneffe  in  your  minds  var- 
lets,  and  to’t  like  men*  he  that  has  more  mo¬ 
ney  than  wee,  cannet  bee  our  friend,  and  I 
hope  there  is  no  law  for  fpoy ling  the  e- 
nemie. 


3.  You  need  not  inftruft  us  farther, 
1.  Foot  what  meane  you,  you  will  not  rob  your  example  pleads  enough, 
the  Fxchequer  ?  .  Devitry-  Difperfe  your  felves,and  as  theii 

Vitry  Doe  you  prate  ?  ^company  is,  fall  on. 

1.  Hold,  hold,  here  Captaine.  i  2.  Come,  there  are  a  band  of  them  ,  i’le 

2.  Why  I  could  have  done  this  before^  ^charge  Tingle.,  .>  Exit  fon/diers. 


you. 


Enter 


Enter  Prota/dye- 

Prot-  ’Tis  wonderfiiil  d«rkjhave  loft  my 
wan,  and  dare  nor  call  for  him,  left  I  fhould 
Have  more  followers  then  I  would  pay  wages 
to }  what  throwes  am  I  in,  in  this  travaile  i 
thefc  be  honourable  adventure ;  had  I  thar 
honeft  blood  in  my  veines  againe  Queen c , 
that  your  feats  and  thefe  frights  have  drain’d 
from  mejhonour  fhould  pull  hard  ere  it  drew 
me  into  thefe  brakes. 

Vevitry.  Who  goes  there-? 

P rot.  Hey  ho,  here’s  a  pang  of  prefer 
ment. 

Devi.  Hart,  who  goes  there  / 

Prot .  Hee  that  has  no  heart  to  your  ac» 
quamtance,  what  (hall  I  doe  with  my.  jewels 
and  my  letter, my  cod-peeee,that’s  too  loofe, 
good,  my  boots,  who  i  ft  that  fpoke  to  mee  ? 
here’s  a  friend. 

Vevit.  We  fhall  find  that  prefently, ftand, 
as  you  love  your  fafety  ftand. 

Pm .  That  unlucky  word  of  ftanding  has 
brought  me  to  all  this,  hold,  or  i  fhall  never 
ftand  you. 

\Devitry»  'jftiould  know  that  voice ,  de¬ 
liver. 

Enter  Souldierst. 

Pm,  All  thit  I  have  is  at  your  fer vice 
Gentlemen,  and  much  good  may  it  doe  you. 

Veuitry .  Zones  downe  with  him,  doe  you 
prate? 

Prot .  Keepe  your  firft  word  as  ydu  are 
Gentlemen,  and  let  me  ftand,  alas  what  doe 
you  meant  ? 

2. To  tye  you  to  ns  Sir?  bind  you  in  the 
knot  offriendfhip, 

Prot .  Alas  Sir,  all  the  phyfick  in  Europe 
cannot  bind  me. 

Vevit.  You  fhould  have  jewels  about  you, 
ftones,  precious  ftones. 

1.  Captaine  away, there’s  company  with¬ 
in  hearing ,  if  you  ftay  longer  wee  are  fur 
priz’d- 

Vevitry  •  Let  the  Devill  come,  i’le  pillage 
this  frigot  a  little  better  yet. 

2.  ,Foot  we  are  loft,  they  are  upon  us. . 

Vevitry-  Ha, upon  us, make  the  leaft  noife, 

’tis  thy  parting  gafpe. 

3 .  Which  way  fhall  we  make  Sir? 

Vevitry.  Every  man  his  owne  doe  you 

heare,  one^y  bind  me  before  you  goe ,  and 


when  the  companies  paft,make  to  this  place 
againe,  this  karvell  ihould  have  better  ladine 
in  him,  you  are  flow,  why  doe  you  not  tye 
harder  ?  J 

i.  You  are  fure  enough  I  warrant  you 
Sir. 

Vevitry •  Darknefie  befriend  you,  away. 

Exit  fouldien . 

Prot.  What  tyrants  have  I  met  with?they 
leave  me  alone  in  the  darke ,  yet  would  not 
have  me  cry.  I  fhall  grow  wondrous  melan¬ 
choly  if  I  ftay  long  here  without  company  ^ 
I  was^wont  to  get  a  nap-with  faying  my  pray¬ 
ers,  i  ie  fee  if  they  will  worke  upon  me  now} 
but  then  if  I  fhould  talk  in  my  fleep,and  they 
heare  me,  they  would  make  a  Recorder  of 
my  windpipe,  flit  my  throate  :  heaven  bee 
prais’d  ,  1  heare  fome  noife,  it  may  bee  new 
purchafe,  and  then  I  fhall  have  fellowes. 

Vevitry .  They  are  gone  paft  hearing,  now 
to  taske  Vevitry,  helpe, helpers  you  are  men 
helpe,  fome  charitable  hand,  relieve  a  poore 
diftrefied  miferable  wretch}  theeves,  wicked 
theeves  have  rob’d  me,  bound  me. 

Prot.  Footwould  they  had  gag’d  you  too, 
your  noife  will  betray  us,  and  fetch  them  a- 
gaine. 

Vevit.  What  blefied  tongue  fpake  to  me,, 
where,  where  are  you  Sir? 

Prot .  A  plague  of  your  bawling  throate, 
we  are  well  enough,  if  you  have  the  grace  to 
be  thankfull  for»t,  doe  but  fnore  to  mee,  and 
*tis  as  much  as  I  defire,  to  paffe  away  time 
with  till  morning,  then  talkeas  loud  as  yon 
pleafe  Sir,  I  am  bound  not  to  ftir,  therefore 
lie  ftill  and  fnore  I  fay. 

Vevit.  Then  you  have  met  with  theeves 
too  I  fee. 

Prot •  And  defire  to  meet  with  no  more 
of  them. 

Vevit.  Alas  what  can  wee  fuffer  more  ? 
they  are  far  enough  by  this  time}  have  they 
not  all,  all  that  we  have  Sir? 

Prot.  No  by  my  faith  have  they  nor  Sir} 

I  gave  them  one  trick  to  boote  for  their  lear¬ 
ning,  my  bootes  Sir,  my  bootes,  I  havefav’d 
my  ftock,  and  my  jewels  in  them, and  there 
fore  defire  to  heare  no  more  of  them. 

Vevit.  Now  blefhng  on  your  wit  Sir,  what 
a  dull  flave  was  I  ,  dreampt  not  of  your 
conveyance?  helpe  ro  unbidd  me  Sir,  and 

Tie 


t  ie  undoe  you,  my  life  for  yours  no  worfe 

theefe  than  my  felfe-  meetes  youagaine  this 
nighg. 

Prot.  Reach  me  thy  hands. 

Devit .  Here  Sir,  here,  i  could  beace  my 
'braines  out,  that  could  not  thinke  of  bootes, 
bootes  Sir, wide  topt  boots,  1  Hull  love  them 
the  better  whilft  I  livejbuc  are  you  fure  your 
jewels  arc  here  Sir? 

Prot .  Sure  fayft  thou?  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Devit.  So  ho,  illo  ho.  Within  fou!diers> 
Here  Captaine,  here*  ■”  i  .  v 

Prot •  Foote  what  doe  you  meane  Sir? 

Enter  Souldiers. 

Devit .  A  trick  to  boote,  fay  you ;  here 
you  dull  flaves,  purchafe,  purchafe  the  foule 
of  the  r-ock,  diamonds,  fparkling  diamonds. 

Prot .  I  am  betraid,  loft ,  paft  recovery 
loft,  as  you  are  men. 

Devit ,  Nay  Rooke,  fmee  you  will  be  pra¬ 
ting,  wee'l  fhare  your  canon  with  you,  have 
you  any  other  conveyance  now  Sir? 

i .  Foot  here  are  letters,  epiftles, familiar 
epihles, weed  fee  what  treafuie  is  in  them , 
they  ai  e  fcal’d  fure, 

Pro,  Gentlemen ,  as  you  are  gentlemen 
fpare  my  Ietteis,  and  take  all  willingly,  all : 
ide  give  you  a  rcleafe,  a  general  1  releafe,  and 
meete  you  here  too  morrow  with  as  much 
more-  .  > 

Devit .  Nay,  fince  you  have  your  trickes, 
and  your  conveyances,  wee  will  not  leave  a 
wrinckle  of  you  unfearcht. 

P rot.  Ha rke,  there  comes  company ,  you 
will  be  betraid,  as  you  love  your  fafeties  beat 
out  my  braines,  I  fhall  betray  you  elfe. 

Devitry.  Treafon  ,  unheard  of  treafon 
monftrous,  monftrous  villanies* 

Prot.  I  confefie  my  felfea  traytor,fhew 
your  f elves  good  fubjefts,  and  hang  mee  up 
for’t. 

i.  If  it  be  treafon,  the  difeovery  will  get 
our  pardon  Captaine. 

Devit  .Would  wee  were  all  loft,  hang  a  , 
quarter’d  to  fave  this  one ,  one  innocent 
prince  *  Thierry's  poyfon’d  ,  by  his  mo¬ 
ther  poyfon’d,  the  Miftristo  this  ft  all  ion  , 
who  by  that  poyfon  ne’re  fhall  fteep  againe. 

2  Foot  Iec  us  mince  him  by  piecemeale, 
till  hqe  ate  himfe  Ife  up.  *■-  ; 

3.  Let  us  dig  out  his  heart  with  needles, 


and  halfe  broile  him,  like  a  muflelU 

Prot.  Such  another  and  I  prevent  you, my 
blood's  fctled  already. 

Devit.  Here’s  that  fhall  remove  it,  toade, 
viper,  drag  him  urlto  i^rre/^utHiaturall  par¬ 
ricide,  cruel  1,  bloody,  woman. 

Omnes •  On  you  dogfifh,  leech, caterpiller. 
Deu.it.  A  longer  fight  of  him  will  make 
my  rage  turne  pitie,  and  with  his  luddainc 
end  prevent  revenge  and  torture,  wicked, 
wicked  Brunhalt.  Exit. 

Enter  Bawdber,  and  g.  Courtiers* 

1.  Not  deep  at  all,  no  meanes. 

2.  No  art  can  doe  it . 

Bawdb.  I  will  alTure  you  hee  can  deep  n# 
more 

Then  a  hooded  hawke,  a  centinell  to  him. 

Or  one  of  the  City  Conftables  are  tops* 

3.  How  came  he  fo? 

Bawdb •  1  hey  are  too  wife  that  dare  know, 
Somethings  amilTe,  heaven  helpe  ail. 

1 .  What  cures  has  he? ,  . 

Bawdb •  Armies  of  thofiyjfce  call  Phyfici- 
ans,fome  with  glifters. 

Some  with  lettice  caps,  fom<  poflet  drinkes 
fome  pills, 

Twenty  confuking  here  about  a  drench, 

As  many  here  to  blood  him  j 
Then  comes  a  Don  of  Spaine ,  and  he  pre- 
feribes 

More  cooling  opium  then  would  kill  a  turk, 
Or  quench  a  whore  i’th  dogdayes  >  after 
him 

A  wife  Italian,  and  he  cries,  tie  unto  him 
A  woman  of  fourefcore,  whofe  bones  are 
marble, 

Whofe  blond  fnow  water, not  fo  muc.  1  heate 
about  her 

As  may  conceive  a  prayer :  after  hirn 
An  Englifh  Doftoi  ,  with  a  bunch  of  pot 
hearbes. 

And  he  cries  out  Endifte  and  fnckery. 

With  a  few  mallow  rootes  and  buttermilke. 
And  talkes  of  oylemade  of  a  Churchmans 
charity, 

Yetftillhe  wakes- 

1.  But  your  good  honour 
Has  a  prayer  inftore  if  all  fnould  faile. 

Bawdb •  I  could  have  prayed,  and  hand- 
fomely, 

But  age  and  an  ill  memory.  7,  -3  rt  ^ 

jk*  E2  3.  Hu  - 


3-  Has  fpoil’d  your  primmer. 

Bawdb.  Yet  if  there  be  a  man  of  faith  i?th 
Court, 

An  ca  n  pray  for  a  penfion. 

Enter  Thierry  en  a  bed,  with  DOftors 
and  Attendants . 

2-  Here’s  the  King  Sir, 

And  thofe  that  will  pray  without  pay. 
Bawdb.  Then  pray  for  me  too. 

1.  Do  ft,  How  does  your  Grace  feele  your 
felfenow  ? 

Thier.  What’s  that? 

i-  Doll.  Nothing  at  ail  Sir,  but  your  fancy. 
Thier •  Tell  me, 

Can  ever  thefe  eyes  more  fhut  up  in  (lum¬ 
bers, 

Allure  my  foule  there  is  fleepe  ?  is  there 
night 

And  reft  for  humane  labours?  doe  not  you 
And  all  the  world  as  I  doe,  out-ftare  time, 
And  live  like  ranerall  iampes  never  extin- 
guifht? 

Is  there  a  grave,  and  doe  not  flatter  me, 

Nor  feare  to  tell  mee  truth  \  and  in  that 
grave 

Is  there  a  hope  I  (hall  fleepe,  can  I  die, 

Are  not  my  miferies  immortall  ?  oh 
The  happines  of  him  that  drinkes  his  water 
Afcer  his  weary  day,  and  (leepes  for  ever, 
Why  doe  you  crucifie  mee  thus  with  faces, 
And  gaping  ftrangely  upon  one  another, 
When  (hall  I  reft  ? 

2.  Dolt'  O  Sir  be  patient. 

Thier •  Am  I  not  patient?  have  I  not  en¬ 
dur’d 

More  then  a  maingy  dog  among  your  dofles? 
Am  I  not  now  your  patient?  ye  can  make 
Unwholfome  fooles  fleepe  for  a  guarded 
foot-cloth. 

Whores  for  a  hot  finne  offering  5  yet  I  muft 
crave 

That  feede  ye,  and  protect  ye,  and  pro- 
clameye, 

Becaufe  my  power  is  farre  above  yonr 
fearching, 

Are  my  difeafesfo?  can  ye  cure  none 
But  thofe  of  equall  ignorance  ,  dare  yee 
kill  me? 

j.  Do  ft.  We  doe  befcech  your  grace  Bee 
more  reclaim’d,  f 


This  talke  doth  but  diftemper  you. 

Thier •  Well,  I  will  die 
In  fpighr  of  all  your  potions  5  one  of  you 
fleepe, 

Lie  downe  and  fleep  here,  that  I  may  behold 
What  blefled  reft  it  is  my  eyes  are  rob’d  of: 
See ,  hee  can  fleepe,  fleep  any  where,  fleep 
now,' 

When  hee  that  wakes  for  him  can  never 
fluiiiber, 

I’ft  not  a  dainty  eafe? 

2-  Do  ft.  Your  Grace  (hall  feele  it. 

Thier.  O  never  I,  never,  the  eyes  of 
heaven 

See  but  their  certaine  motions,  and  then 
fleepe, 

The  rages  of  the  Ocean  have  their  (lumbers. 
And  quiet  filver  caJmes;  each  violence 
Crownes  in  his  end  a  peace,  but  my  fixt 
fires 

Shall  never,  never  fet,  who’s  that? 

Enter  Martel! ,  Brunhalt ,  Devi  try,  Souldiers. 
Mart.  No  woman, 

Mother  of  mifchiefe ,  no  the  day  fhall  die 
firft, 

And  all  good  things  live  in  a  worfe  then 
thou  art. 

Ere  thou  (halt  fleepe,  doft  thou  fee  him? 

B run.  Yes,  and  curfehim, 

And  all  that  love  him  foole,  and  all  live  By 
him. 

Mart.  Why  art  thou  fucha  monfter? 
Brm.  Why  art  thou 
$0  tame  a  knave  to  aske  me? 

Mart.  Hope  of  hell, 

By  this  faire  holy  light,  and  all  his  wrongs 
Which  are  above  thy  yeares ,  almoft  thy 
vices, 

Thou  (halt  not  reft ,  not  feele  more  what  is 
pity, 

Know  nothing  neceflary,meet  no  fociety. 
But  what  fhall  curfe  and  crucifie  thee,  feele 
in  thy  felfe 

Nothing  but  what  thou  art,  bane  and  bad 
confcience. 

Till  this  man  reftibut  for  whofe  reverence 
Becaufe  thou  art  his  mother,  I  would  fay 
Whore,  this  fhall  bee,  doe  ye  nod?  i’le  wa¬ 
ken  ye 

v  ✓  *  * 


With  my  (Words  point. 

Brun>  Iwifhno  more  of  heaven, 

Nor  hope  no  more,  but  a  fufficient  anger 
To  torture  thee. 

Mart*  See,  fhe  that  makes  you  fee  Sir, 
And  to  your  mifery  hill  fee  your  mother. 
The  mother  of  your  woes  Sir,  of  your  wa¬ 
king. 

The  mother  of  your  peoples  cries  and  curfes, 
Your  murdering  mother  ,  your  malicious 
~  mother. 

Thier.  Phyficians,  halfe  my  hate  to  fleepe 
/  anhourenowj 
Is  it  fo  mother? 

Brun.  Yes  it  is  fo  fonnej 
And  were  it  yet  againe  to  doe,  it  fhould  be . 
Man.  She  nods  againe,  fwing  her* 

Thier.  But  mother. 

For  yeti  love  that  reverence,  and  to  death 
Dare  not  forget  you  have  been  fo;  was  this, 
This  endlefie  miferie,  this  cureleffe  malice, 
This  fnatching  from  mee  all  my  youth  to 
gether. 

All  that  you  made  mee  for  ,  and  happy 
mothers  <  -  •.*. 

Crown’d  with  etemall  time  are  proud  to 
ftnifh. 

Done  by  your  will? 

Brun .  It  was,  and  by  that  will. 

Thier.  O  mother^doe  not  lofe  your  name, 
forget  not  s 

The  touch  of  nature  in  you,  tendernes 
JTis  all  the  fouleof  woman,  all  the  fweetnes* 
Forget  not  I  befeech  you  what  are  children, 
Nor  how  you  have  gron’d  for  them,  to  what 
love 

They  are  borne  inheritors,  with  what  care 
kept. 

And  as  they  rife  to  ripenefie  ftill  remember 
How  they  impe  out  your  age*  and  when  time 
calls  you. 

That  as  an  Autumne  flower  you  fall,  forget 
not 

How  round  about  your  hearfe  they  hang  like 
penons. 

E run-  Holy  foole, 

Whofe  patience  to  prevent  my  wrongs  has 
kill’d  thee, 

Preach  m>t  ro  me  of  punifhments  or  feares, 
Or  what  I  ought  to  be,  but  what  I  am, 

A  woman  in  her  liberall  will  defeated, 


J  1  '  ™ 

In  all  her  greatnes  croft, in  pleafures  Wafted,  ^ 
My  angers  have  beene  laught  at  ,  my  ends 
flighted, 

And  all  thofe  glories  that  had  crown’d  my 
fortunes, 

Suffer’d  by  blafted  vertue  to  be  fcatter’d, 

I  am  the  fruitfull  mother  of  thefe  angers, 

And  what  fuch  have  done,  reade,  and  know 
thy  ruine.  . 

Thier •  Heaven  forgive  you. 

Mart .  She  tels  you  true,  for  millions  of 
her  mifchlefes 

Are  now  apparent,  Protaldye  wee  have  taken 
An  equall  agent  with  her,  to  whofe  care 
After  the  damn’d  defeat  on  you,  fhe  u  ufted 
Enter  Mejfenger. 

The  bringing  in  of  Leonor  the  baftard 
Sonne  to  your  murder* d  brother*  her  phy- 
fitian 

By  this  time  is  attache  to  that  damn’d 
devill. 

Mejfen.  ’Tis  like  hee  will  bee  fo,  for  ere 
we  came, 

Fearing  an  equall  juftice  for  his  mifehitfes. 

He  drench  t  hi mfelfe. 

Brun ■  He  did  like  one  of  mine  then. 

Thier •  Muft  I  ftill  fee  thefe  miferies,  no 
night 

To  hide  me  from  their  horrors, that  Protaldy 
See  itifiice  fall  upon. 

Brun.  Now  I  could  fleepe  too.. 

Enter  Or  della' 

Mart.  He  give  you  yet  more  poppy,  bring- 
the  Lady 

And  heaven  in  her  embraces  *  gives  him 
quiet 

Madam,  unvaileyour  felfe- 
Or  della  I  doe  forgive  you, 

And  though  you  fought  my  blood,  yet  He 
pray  for  you, 

Brun.  Art  thou  alive  ? 

Mart.  Now  could  you  fleepe. 

Brun.  For  ever. 

Mart  Go  carry  her  without  wink  of  fleepe, 
or  quiet. 

Where  her  ftrong  knave  Protaldy" s  broke 
oth  whetle, 

And  let  his  cryes  &  roares  be  mufick  to  her, 

I  mean  to  w'aken  her. 

Thier .  Do  her  no  wrong*. 


Mart • 


Mart-  Nor  right  as  you  love  juftice. 

Brun- 1  will.thinke. 

And  if  there  be  new  curfes  in  old  nature, 

I  have  a  foule  dare  fend  them. 

Mart .  Keepe  her  waking. 

Exit  Brunhalt. 
Thier .  What’s  that  appeares  fo  fweetly  l 
their  s  that  face. 

Mart.  Be  moderate  Lady. 

Their •  That  angels  face* 

Marty  Go  neraer. 

Thier .  Mar  telly  1  cannot  Iaft  long,  fee  the 
foule, 

I  fee  it  perfectly  of  my  Or  del  la, 

The  heavenly  figure  of  her  fweetnefie  there, 
Forgive  mee  Gods ,  it  comes,  divineft  fub- 

flance,  '  c 

Kneele,  kneele,  kneele  every  one,Samt  ot 

thy  fexe, 

If  it  be  for  my  cruelty  thou  comeft, 

Do  ye  fee  her  hoe/ 

Mart.  Yes  Sir,  and  you  fhall  know  her. 
Thier ,  Downe,  downe  againe,  to  bee  re¬ 
veng’d  for  bloud, 

Sweet  fpirit  I  am  ready,  fhe  fmiles  on  me, 
Oblelfed  figne  of  peace. 

Mart.  Goe  neererLady. 

Or  della-  I  come  to  make  you  happy* 

Thier .  Heare  you  that  Sir/ 

She  comes  to  crowne  my  foule  away ,  get 
facrifice, 

Whil  ft  I  with  holy  honours. 

Mart .  Shee’s  alive  fir. 

Thier.  In  everlaiting  life  I  know  it  friend, 
O  happy,  happy  foule. 

Or  della  Alas  I  live  Sir 
A  mortal!  woman  ftill* 

Thier.  Can  fpirits  weepe  too/ 

Mart .  Shee’s  no  fpirit  Sir,  pray  kifle  her* 
Lady, 

Be  very  gentle  to  him. 

Thier •  Seay,  fhe  is  warme. 

And  by  my  life  the  fame  lips  tell  me  bright - 
neflei 

Are  you  the  fame  Ordella  ftill/ 

Mart,  The  fame  Sir. 

Whom  heavens  and  my  good  Angell  ftaid 
fromriine* 


Thier.  Kifle  me  again©. 

Ordella .  The  fame  ftill,  ftill  your  fervant. 
Thier •  ’Tis  (he,  I  know  her  now  Martell', 
fit  downe  fweet, 

O  bleftand  hap pieft  woman,  a  dead  flumber 
Begins  to  creep  upon  me,0  my  jewell  i 
Enter  Mejfenger  and  Memberge . 

Ordella ?  O  llecpe  my  Lord. 

Thier .  My  joyes  are  too  much  for  me. 
Mejfen.  Brunhalt  impatient  of  her  con-*; 
ltrainttofee 

Frotaldye  tortur’d,  has  chokt  her  felfe. 

Mon.  No  more,  her  finnes  goe  with  her. 
Thier .  Love  I  muftdie,  I  faint,  clofe  up 
myglafles. 

1.  DoS.  The  Queen  faints  coo, and  deadly. 
Thier •  One  dying  kifle. 

Ordella •  My  laft  Sir,  and  my  deareft,  and 
now  ,  ■  v  ....  ■  i  ' » 

Clofe  my  eyes  too. 

Thier .  Thou  perfect  woman, 

Martell,  the  Kingdome’s  yours?  take  Mem - 
berge  to  you. 

And  keep  my  line  alivej  nay  weep  not  Lady, 
Take  me,  I  goe. 

Ordella .  Take  mee  too,  farewell  honour. 

Dies  both - 

2.  DoS.  They  are  gone  for  ever. 

Mart.  The  peace  of  happy  foules  goe  af¬ 
ter  them, 

Bsare  them  to  their  Iaft  beds,  whilft  I  ftudy 
Atombe  tofpeake  their  loves  >  whilft  old 
time  lafteth, 

lam  your  King  in  forrowes. 

Omnes .  We  your  fubje&s.  > 

Mart .  Devitry  ,  for  your  fervice  ,  bee 
nee  re  us. 

Whip  out  thefe  inftruments  of  this  mad 
mother 

From  Court,  and  all  good  poplej  and  be- 
caufe 

She  was  borne  noble,  let  that  title  find  her 
A  private  grave  ,  but  neither  tongue  nor 
honour : 

And  now  lead  on ,  they  that  fhall  read  this 
ftory, 

Shall  find  that  vertue  lives  in  good  ,  not 
,  glory.  Exeunt  Omnes . 
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